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BOOK ONE. 

A NIGHT m NAFLSa 



CHAPTER I. 

UNBBR THE WALLS OF SANTA CHIARA. 

In all the wide world, as old travellers have time 
and again declared, a more charming picture never 
yet was seen than the Italian city of Naples at a cer- 
tain period of the year, with the glowing king of 
day, Phoebus, god of fire, hanging suspended above 
the level outline of the sea, behind which he must 
presently take his nightly plunge. 

Poets and painters have immortalised the grand 

semicircular sweep of that magnificent bay, guarded 

by old Vesuvius, sullenly smoking by day or spouting 

out fire by night with the thousands of picturesque 

houses built along the terraces on the hillsides 

above, the frowning Castle St. Elmo, and the church 

of San Martino, and upon the great rock projecting 

into the sea, the gloomy fortress known as the Cas- 

tello dell' Ovo. 

(5) 
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A soft Italian atmosphere; a blue sky, such as can 
seldom be found outside this favoured region; the 
many-coloured walls of the houses, mostly built after 
the French style, with shops below and apartments 
above; the gaily-dressed throngs upon the streets, 
together with the painted sails of pleasure craft lazily 
floating upon the bay, or commencing to creep along 
in the new-bom evening breeze— such a combination 
of life and colour must fill an artist with an enthusi- 
asm never felt before. 

Nor was this the sum total. 

It was carnival time— the Festa di Piedigrotta, a 
series of rejoicings instituted during the time of 
Charles III. in commemoration of a Spanish victory 
over the Austrians in 1744, and which the Neapolitans 
have never failed to remember, both in a religious 
and secular way. 

Many lamps and candles burned before images and 
pictures of the Virgin, since veneration for the 
Madonna is universal in Naples; in certain localities 
great crowds gathered to sing and dance the **Taren- 
tella," while in other quarters feasting and laughing 
was the order of the day. 

A peculiarity of Neapolitan houses is the flat roof, 
usually utilised as a flower garden, and upon which 
the ladies promenade. Doubtless it would be easy to 
trace the adoption of this custom from the Spaniards, 
to whom in turn it had perhaps been imparted bv the 
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Moors during the conquest of Grenada. At any rate, 
it is a very sensible custom for a country where 
winter is unknown, and where ladies dare not venture 
upon the streets alone without fear of insult,' even in 
the daytime, unless it is in a vehicle, such is the 
custom which has become an unwritten law. 

It was just at sunset on this festival day in the 
early fall when a man, who had been sauntering 
along after the manner of one who endeavoured to 
kill time, came to a pause almost under the cathedral 
walls of Santa Chiara. 

This individual was not a striking-looking person, 
and certainly no sane observer would ever confuse 
him with an Apollo. In size he was hardly up to the 
standard; his figure was a trifle angular, and when he 
removed his hat to cool his brow the light of declining 
day revealed a face some people would have termed 
positively homely, for it was freckled, and marked 
by a nose that not even the most generous stretch of 
imagination could call Grecian. 

His redeeming features were a moustache and 
beard, the latter brought to a point in the French 
artist style— and his eyes. 

These latter were grey in colour, steady candid, 
and true, and looking into their depths, one could 
read the brave and chivalrous soul that harboured 
within that frame— they were eyes that any woman 
could trust— that could flash with the lightnings of 
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anger under insult, glow with the zeal of love, and 
inspire with confidence anyone who depended upon 
the honour of their owner. If eyes are windows to the 
souli then this man from over the sea possessed con- 
stancy to the death, and a stubbornness of purpose 
that would never allow him to give up an object 
upon which he had in all honour set his heart. 

Such a man was Hugh Allan, a Canadian by birth, 
a sphere-skipper by occupation, and a writer of no 
mean ability in his line, which was that dangerous 
calling of newspaper correspondent. 

At the time we made his acquaintance he was serv- 
ing upon the staff of the most enterprising daily in 
New York, the Herald, and, though his name was 
unknown to fame, his correspondence had the ring 
that readers admire, and never failed to draw an 
exceedingly liberal cheque in return. 

He had spent so much of his life in the great 
metropolis of the Western Hemisphere that his Cana* 
dian friends termed him a Yankee, a synonym Hugh 
was rather proud of; but in all his world-wide wan- 
derings he had never lost those sterling character- 
istics inherited from his Scotch-Canadian ancestors. 

His presence in beautiful Naples at this time of the 
year might have been caused by the festival, or 
through accident. In truth, it was neither, since 
the Bohemian had a reason of his own that of late 
bad governed his peregrinations^ 
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Yes, it was that same lever which has moved the 
world even more radically than the famed one of 
old— Archimedes— that has sent men to win renown 
in battle, to search for the treasure of the mines, to 
wrest fame and fortime from literature, science, 
medicine, the law; that rules in the home, the heart, 
the life— Zove /or a woman! 

Who she was, and why she avoided him, are matters 
which in good time will come to the surface. 

Three days had Hugh Allan roamed the streets of 
Naples, following many clues, his eyes constantly on 
the qui Vive for a beloved face, which, sleeping or 
waking, never left his memory. 

Some men would have given up in sheer despair, 
but this newspaper correspondent was not built that 
way. He possessed, in a remarkable degree, that 
bull-dog tenacity of purpose, which, more than any 
other quality, has caused the Anglo-Saxon to hold on 
to any strip of the world where he has found a footing. 

Witness America, India, Egypt. In these countries 
the Spaniards and French once had a powerful hold, 
but where are they to-day?— gone like the mist in the 
morning, while the sturdy English-speaking people, 
destined some day to dominate the whole world, 
remain and expand. 

As he leaned against the wall of the church and 
surveyed that portion of the picture spread before 
him^ the sound of music reached his ear, 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



10 A BAB 8INI8TSB. 

It came from within those holy walls, and Hugh 
remembered it was the hour for vespers. Somehow 
the sweet chords seemed to act as balm upon his per- 
turbed spirit, and he listened eagerly as the voices 
of singers joined in, until there arose the grandly 
eloquent strains of the Miserere of Zingarelli, sung 
only on certain festival nights by the choir of the 
church. 

When the immortal music had died away, the man 
outside found daylight giving place to the shades of 
evening. Already objects upon the bay appeared 
vague and indistinct. The clang of many sweet- 
toned bells sounded upon the air as 

" Curfew toUed the kneU of parting day." 

Hugh Allan nervously took out his watch and con- 
sulted its face. 

'^Still a quarter of an hour to wait. How like 
lead the minutes creep along! Will this turn out as 
the rest did, or may fortune be kind? No matter; 
if it takes the balance of ray natural life I will 
never give up hope of finding Eulalie again and 
learning her secret — why she fled from me — what 
this horrible barrier may be that suddenly loomed 
up between us? It will have to be something amaz- 
ing that love and devotion, such as mine, cannot 
overleap. Only to see her before it is too late, for 
I have a deadly fear that she has come to Naples 
to change her religion and hide from the world- 
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from the man who loves her, in a convent or a nun* 
nery. I have much faith in that Antonio, my 
courier, in spite of his peculiax: ways, and I am 
here, all impatience for his coming." 

While he was thus communing with himself, as men 
will sometimes do when particularly anxious, his 
attention was attracted by a scene that was occur- 
ring in a street below the spot where he stood, and 

which, thanks to the terraced hillside, he could 
plainly observe. 

A man, evidently a foreigner, and an Englishman 
at that, if one could judge from his garments, the 
canvas pith-helmet which partly shaded his ruddy 
face, and his generally independent manner, was 
swinging along, cane in hand. 

At his heels came the inevitable rabble of lazy 
lazaroniy and it is in Italy and Egypt one finds the 
beggar in all his glory. He noticed not their noisy 
cries, their extended hands, the beseeching appeals 
in the name of "Madre di Dio." Once let him turn to 
toss even a piastre, and life would henceforth be a 
weary burden. 

While Hugh Allan allowed his eyes to fall with 
something akin to admiration upon the soldierly 
figure of the bluff, broad-chested pilgrim, a sudden 
change came over the scene. 

The cries increased in volume, but there was a far 
different quality manifested in them now— instead of 
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piteous appeals for charity or gay badinage^ Allan 
could detect the presence of that acute sensation—- f ear. 

The uproar increased. No longer did the ragged 
lazaroni hang upon the skirts of the foreign nabob, 
but, with an activity that was amazing, the constitu- 
ent members of the crowd had gone helter-skelter 
down the street. 

Everybody was rushing about in what appeared to 
be an aimless fashion— that is, all but the stranger 
within the gates, who, having come to a standstill, 
seemed to be surveying the scene in wonder, as 
though at a loss to understand its meaning. 

Looking closer, however, one could discover that 
there was a method in their actions, since some 
dashed through doorways, others clambered up the 
supporting posts of porches, and in this way the 
street became quickly deserted, save for the lone 
Englishman. 

There was one other. 

A young girl had apparently become so terror* 
stricken as to be incapable of motion. She sank 
down on her knees in the centre of the street and 
crouched there. 

And what was the cause of all this commotion 
which, within the space of sixty seconds, had caused 
a densely populated street in the good old city of 
Naples to become almost as barren of human occu- 
pancy as the Sahara? 
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It was not hard to discover, and even the English- 
man had by this time fastened his eyes upon the ob- 
ject that came plunging down the incline very much 
as might an avalanche in the Alpine regions of 
glaciers and perpetual snow. 

It was a bull, and quite a ferocious-looking chap 
at that. No doubt the beast had been having a share 
in some religious ceremony or procession, since there 
were gaudy streamers pendant from his horns, when 
something occurred to arouse his ire and started him 
upon this mad chase in the fashion of a Chinaman 
"running amuck." 

Already those cruel horns were stained with blood, 
and it was evident that the beast in his frenzy would 
gore and trample any human being so unfortimate 
as to remain in his way. 

There was the young girl, paralysed through fear. 

It also chanced that within ten feet of her stood a 
man in whose veins ran the blood of an English 
soldier. 

The inevitable result could be anticipated. 
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CHAPTER II. 

A MODERN ARGONAUT. 

From his post of observation the newspaper man 
looked down upon the dramatic scene. It was 
utterly out of his power to have a hand in the game, 
even though his chivalrous nature might, under 
more favourable conditions, have prompted him to 
rush between the beast and his intended victim; but 
he watched with no little concern to see what the 
programme of the man whom fortune had thrown 
into the breach might be. 

Not that he entertained the slightest doubt as re- 
garded the other's intention— the fact that the tourist 
was an Englishman satisfied him there would be valor 
shown, and he was only curious to see the tactics em- 
ployed. 

There was yet time for an athletic man to avoid an 
encounter with the bull. 

Doors were within reach— doors that yawned in- 
vitingly—and even trees behind which he might 
have dodged. 

He saw them not. 

True, he made a quick movement, but it was in the 
direction of the advancing beast rather than away 
from him. 

(14) 
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All he knew— all he apparently cared about— was 
the fact that a human life was in danger. 

His own life he seemed to regard lightly, as does 
every soldier of fortune. 

Half a dozen steps and he was between the onrush- 
ing terror and his would-be victim. The bull seemed 
to understand that a barrier had been thrown in his 
way, and that circimistances had given him an enemy 
worthy of his best efforts, for he slackened his pace 
to take in the situation, and then again lowering his 
head, rushed forward. 

**Ah!" exclaimed Hugh Allan, as he again bent his 
eyes upon the gladiator in this impromptu arena, **he 
has unmasked his battery. How steadily he raises 
the revolver! Here is good luck to you, my brave 
friend!" 

Five seconds might have been ticked from a watch, 
and yet, to many of the alarmed people who looked 
upon this singular drama from neighbouring doors 
and windows, the time that elapsed seemed like an 
eternity. 

The soldier was in no . hurry, but appeared to 
coolly calculate his chances and abide his time, with 
the intention of accomplishing a thorough job. 

When the plunging animal was within twenty feet 
of where he had planted himself like the Rock of 
Gibraltar, there came a sudden report. 

The bull fell on his knees, rolled over, and then 
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started to flounder to his feet again, upon which the 
man who held the revolver deliberately sent a couple 
more leaden messengers upon their mission, and noth- 
ing further was to be feared from the maddened 
beast. 

Having thus unconcernedly dispatched the terror 
that threatened destruction to a fair part of Naples 
if allowed to have his way, the hero in the checkered 
suit deliberately replaced his weapon in the pocket 
designed for its use, and walking forward, bent over 
the expiring bulk of muscle and ferocity, as though 
naturally curious to see where his shots had taken 
effect. 

The party under the walls of the church could not 
restrain his enthusiasm— his love and admiration for 
heroic deeds made him ready to worship this un- 
known, who appeared to consider his action as quite 
common-place. 

"That is a man I must know— a man I would feel 
confidence in as a comrade, no matter if we were 
wanderers in the desert, cast away on an island in 
mid-ocean, or suri'ounded by a thousand foes.'* 

This was what he muttered to himself, while aloud 
he called: 

**Bravo! Well done, my friend! I am proud of 
you I'* accompanying his words with repeated hand- 
claps that attested his smcerity. 

The soldierly man looked up, and seeing a fellow 
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countryman perched there, he smiled and waved his 
hand in a friendly way, whereupon the correspond- 
ent, more charmed than ever, eagerly beckoned him 
to ascend the steps leading upward to his elevated 
position. 

By this time the sound of vespers had entirely died 
away, but some of the evening bells still rang a 
meny tune. Over the bay the shades of coming 
night were creeping, blotting out the picturesque 
scene with its gliding pleasure boats. 

Presently the pith helmet of the soldierly tourist 
appeared in view, followed hy a ruddy countenance 
that struck Hugh Allan as one upon which a man 
could depend through thick and thin. 

Perhaps some singular fate brought about the meet- 
ing of these two men under such peculiar conditions. 
They seemed mutually attracted towards each other, 
as the eager glance and the hearty handshake tes- 
tified. 

That grip cemented a friendship that was to be 
life-long— a friendship destined to contain many of 
the elements which made the affection between Da- 
mon and Pythias famous. 

Hugh Allan saw a man much larger than himself, 
and possessing the figure of a gladiator. 

His face was well tanned, and yet full of colour 
indicative of health, while the close cropped grey 
moustach, and his erect bearing, bespoke the mili- 
2 
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tary man. One had only to see him walk, with his 
heels to the ground and his knees almost unbent, to 
understand that this traveller must hare spent the 
better part of his fifty years of life in the severe dis- 
cipline of Her Majesty's service. 

** Allow me to introduce myself as Hugh Allan, by 
birth a Canadian, at present a wandering corres- 
pondent for the New York Herald. I saw your little 
engagement with Senor Toro below, and by Jove! I 
want to know the man who c^n coolly smoke a cigar 
while he faces such a terrible antagonist. 

The other laughed lightly, though evidently some- 
what pleased with the sincere compliment, for what 
man save a human iceberg is entirely unsusceptible 
to flattery. 

"Thank you, my dear boy," he returned, in the 
full, roimd voice of an Englishman, *'but after all, 
that was play for me. The beggar had mighty little 
show. Of course, if I had missed fire, the matter 
might have had a different ending. Let me return 
your friendly greeting. As you may have guessed, I 
am a soldier by trade, retired from active service. 
Briefly, I have been with Roberts in Afghanistan- 
have served in India, Egypt, South Africa— been 
quartered in Bermuda, at Gibraltar, and at that 
accursed post Aden, on the Straits of Bab-el-man- 
deb. My rank is that of a major— my name the eu- 
phonious one of Green, but, to make amends for all 
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that was lacking in the family cognomeni my fond 
parents christened me Leonidas, Alexander^ Lysan- 
der. With such a start in life you can readily under- 
stand there was no other resource for me but the 
army, and though not accustomed to throwing bo- 
quets to myself^ I can^ without egotism, say that I 
have managed to cover the name of Green with at 
least honourable mention." 

He carelessly opened his coat and displayed a num* 
ber of medals, which, like the modest fellow he was, 
he did not care to wear openly; and among them 
Allan's quick eye caught that insignia of bravery 
which stamps its possessor a man among ten thousand 
—the coveted Victoria Cross. 

"After what I had just seen, I could never doubt 
it, and I am doubly pleased to shake hands with you. 
We Yankees, complain, you know that travelling 
Englishmen are cold and suspicious. That would 
never be said if they wei'e all like Major Lieonidas 
Green." 

"And on my part I am delighted to have run across 
you, my boy. If there's anything I hate it's being 
alone. I've embarked on a wild-cat scheme, and 
thought to carry it out single-handed, but a day 
among these chattering Italians has made me heart- 
sick for a companion. I'm a congenial, convivial 
fellow, and was never made for a hermit. Therefore, 
at the sound of your hearty English cheer, and the 
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sight of your waving hat, I seemed drawn to you by 
some invisible bond which it is beyond me to ex- 
plain. By Jove! I'm a blunt man, and I say what I 
mean from the heart. I have taken a fancy to you on 
sight— I believe you have the true metal, and that if 
there was a stake worth fighting for— a tremendous 
fortime for each of us as the prize— you would stand 
beside me through thick and thin." 

The newspaper man was astonished at his words, 
but he could see Major Green gave no evidence of 
joking, and it takes considerable to snatch the breath 
of a thorough Bohemian away. 

**Just try me," he laughed; "I've been on the look- 
out for that same fortune many years, and I hardly 
think a chance to grapple with it would frighten 
me. 

The soldier was all this while seriously contem- 
plating him, as though mentally measuring his cali- 
bre—unquestionably he was accustomed to reading 
men at a glance, and his deductions must have been 
singularly favourable in this case, for he smiled as 
though particularly well pleased. 

** Allan, I am really in need of a good and true 
comrade. I believe I am on the track of a remark- 
ably fine thing— at least, I have such confidence in it 
that I am about to devote my time, my life, and 
every pound I have in the world, if necessary, 
towards carrying out my plans. It involves danger, 
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but unless I am deceived you are not a man to hesi- 
tate on that score.'' 

*'I have never been called a coward/' returned the 
Bohemian, modestly. 

"I am sure of it, and although the danger may 
appear great, you will forget all about that when I 
tell you the stake played for is millions." 

Hugh Allan's interest deepened— it had never been 
his good luck before to have any personal connection 
with a sum so great. 

**By Jove!" he laughed, *'that is charming, and, 
granting that the affair is perfectly legitimate, you 
can count me in beyond a doubt. A million— several 
of them, you say— come, I can hardly imagine what 
argosy you have in contemplation, or where you 
mean to seek your Golden Fleece— whether in the 
secret depths of the pyramids, where kings lie 
buried, in some long-deserted Hindoo temple; or the 
ccLche of a bold buccaneer like Captain Kidd of early 
colonial times." 

"Well, for a first guess, you are not so very wide 
of the mark, my boy. But this is hardly the place to 
tell a wonderful story such as I must confide to you. 
Give up your vigil here— vespers have ceased, and 
the view of the bay is no longer possible— see, night 
is falling fast. Come, then, with me, to the hotel— I 
am stopping at the Grande Bretagne— and I promise 
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to unfold a tale that will at least rivet your attention 
if it fails to make your blood run cold.'* 

The major, with a bonhomie air, slipped his arm 
through that of Hugh, and the latter found himself 
almost carried away with the enthusiasm of his 
newly-made friend. 

Then he remembered. 

**Ah! I had forgotten," he said, starting, "my 
mission to Naples. I expect my courier to meet me 
here with news. It is time he appeared. See, some- 
one climbs the stairs— yes, it is Antonio." 
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CHAPTER III. 

SHE FLED FROM HIM BECAUSE SHE LOVED HIM. 

The soldier was not a man to lightly give up any 
object upon which he had set his mind; and having 
conceived the sudden notion that he would like to 
have Hugh Allan as a boon companion in the des- 
perate imdertaking he had in view, whereby a fabu* 
lous fortune was to be won, he could not be discon- 
certed by such a small thing as the fact that the Bohe- 
mian had a mission of his own to pursue in old Naples. 

In truth, the warrior was, to some degree, one of 
those dashing swashbucklers of whom Dumas has 
made us all familiar in his **Three Musketeers"— a 
soldier of fortune, accustomed to meeting adversity 
as she flew, and riding roughshod over circumstan- 
ces, allowing nothing to stand in his way so long as 
his conscience approved of his course. 

If ever there lived a man capable of following for* 
tune to the uttermost ends of the earth. Major Leoni- 
das Green was the individual. 

He stepped aside when the Italian courier came 
up, and appeared to be quite intent upon the draw- 
ing abilities of his weed. 

Presently he heard his name called, and walked 
over to where the two men stood. 

(38) 
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"Major," said Allan, slowly, "since you have pro- 
posed that we become comrades in arms, and it is 
your avowed intention to take me into your confi- 
dence concerning the tremendous business you have 
under way, I am constrained to tell you what has 
brought me across the water to Naples. You seek a 
fortune, while I am in pursuit of— a woman.*' 

The soldier threw up his arms with a gesture of 
despair. It was the action of a man who had through 
years of distrust become a veritable woman-hater; 
and this was the one weak spot in his bright armour. 

"Perhaps I am the last man in the world able to 
help you out in a matter of that kind; but I stand 
ready to do what I can. Only I hope the delay will 
not be very great, because this other affair needs 
prompt attention. Though it has slumbered some 
centuries, I believe, now that the awakening has 
come, it is time for action. I appreciate your confi- 
dence, my dear boy. Tell me as little or as much as 
you like; and if I can be of use to you, command me." 

"Well said, major! Years of service under the 
Sims of many lands evidently aroused the spirit of a 
diplomat within your nature. 

"To be brief," said Allan, quickly, "a couple of 
months ago I believed myself the happiest man on 
earth, for I had won the consent of the girl I loved 
with all my heart and soul to be my wife. 

"The shpck Qam^ without warning. She disap^ 
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peared from New York suddenly, and all I knew 
about it was contained in a letter that came to me 
through the mail. I cannot read it in this half-dark7 
ness; but its contents were to the effect that, while 
she confessed that I was the only person on earth she 
loved, circumstances had arisen which must forever 
place a bar between us. She begged me to forget her, 
and to make no effort at finding her, as it would be 
all the same, since she had deliberately chosen her 
path, and must tread the wine-press alone." 

'*By Jove! a singular letter, truly. She was not the 
one to have foolish whims?" remarked the soldier, as 
Allan paused. 

"On the contrary, she was a remarkably bright, 
self-possessed girl— one in a million— and the very 
last to give up to a trifle. Although utterly in the 
dark as to the cause of her flight, I am sure she be- 
lieves she is doing the only right thing." 

"Has she any family from whom you could procure 
information?" 

"Unfortunately, no, being alone in the world and 
possessed of some means— enough to keep her in com- 
fort," replied the newspaper man. 

"Well, you didn't obey her request to forget?" 

"Sir, I told you that in this letter she confessed 
her great love for me— that to the day of her death I 
must ever fill her heart. With such a knowledge to 
spur me on, I wa9 9woni to fiud her again— sworn to 
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ride rougnshod over the obstacles she seemed to be- 
lieve insurmountable. There is no bar which my 
love cannot remove." 

'*Bravo! My dear boy, you will succeed— I know 
it, I feel it— and, having saved her from herself, you 
will then go with me. How do you know she is in 
Naples?" pursued the soldier. 

**It was easy to find that she sailed for Europe. 
We newspaper men in our calling have to cultivate 
the essential qualities of a detective at times in the 
chase for articles and information. Besides, some of 
her ancestors came from Naples— people on her 
mother*s side. I have feared that she means to en- 
tomb herself in a cloister, so that it will be impossi- 
ble for me to seek her out and entreat her to forget 
all in my love." 

The major glanced at Antonio. 

*'You have had him prowling around, then, to see 
what he could discover?" he asked. 

**Yes, and with good fortune attending him, since 
Antonio has seen her." 

'*She is in Naples, then?" 

"And, just as I expected, in a convent." 

**I am sorry for you, my boy." 

*'Ah! but it is not yet too late, since she has two 
more days before taking the eternal vows." 

"Two days— the fate of nations has been decided in 
less time than that. You still have hope?" 
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Hugh Allan drew his figure up. 

*'I shall see her— I shall stake my life upon her 
answer. She must have mercy^ and sink these strange 
scruples of hers, which I do not understand. She 
fled from me because she feared that I might per- 
suade her. I trust I am not an egotistical man, 
major; but by the love she bears me, I fully believe 
I shall win Eulalie back to my heart." 

**What! her name is Eulalie, you say?*' cried the 
adventurous warrior, with rekindled interest. '*That 
is rather a strange coincidence." 

"I do not understand what you mean. I beg your 
pardon for not mentioning her name before, when I 
have taken up so much time in describing our mutual 
woes. Yes, her name is Eulalie— Eulalie Griswold, 
Why, what is the matter with you, my friend?"— for 
the major had duplicated that suggestive perform- 
ance with his hands which marked his astonishment 
upon hearing of a woman in the case. 

"Nothing, only that I am slightly surprised. Allan, 
in your experiences as a writer you have doubtless 
run across many strange things, but I am sure when 
you learn all the facts connected with this affair you 
will declare it the most astonishing freak of fate 
under Heaven that you and I should have met here 
in Naples, and become so deeply interested in each 
other— for, although you may find it hard to believe 
the fact, the name of Eulalie Griswold has a connec* 
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tion with the desperate but grand enterprise Upon 
which I am preparing to embark." 

It was indeed Hugh's turn to show amazement, for 
the words of the soldier added to the deep mystery 
already connected with the flight of the girl he 
loved. 

"More than ever is it necessary that I should hear 
your story, my friend. You arouse the deepest 
curiosity. Have you decided whether it would be 
profitable for you to continue this friendship, now 
that you know I have a sacred mission to carry out 
before I might be at liberty to join you in that ad- 
venture ? Will you— can you wait ?" 

"A little delay may do no harm. Besides, there is 
a connection between your business and mine that 
compels me to join. If I can be of any service, com- 
mand me." 

Allan squeezed his hand. 

"You understand the eagerness of a lover at any 
rate. Major Green, whether you have ever been in 
the same boat yourself or not. Since Antonio brings 
me intelligence that he has actually seen my Eulalie 
here, the minutes will seem hours imtil I meet her 
face to face and discover the nature of the terrible 
secret that has placed a bar between us." 

"Ah! yes, you would defer hearing my wonderful 
story until after your interview with this young 
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woman who had fled from a man because she loves 
and honours him?" 

** You are not offended, sir ?'' 

"Not at all. Love must always come before the 
pursuit of gain. It is only right. Besides, my story 
will keep, and you may be in a better condition to 
digest it after you have seen her." 

**You will go with me— I would like it." 

The major shrugged his shoulders. 

"I am quite at your serVice~if it be war or diplo- 
macy call upon me; but, I entreat you, do not get me 
mixed up in any love scrape. For twoscore years I 
have avoided every charmer and enchantress, and it 
would go hard with me at my age to fall in love." 

The other readily promised that if there was any 
love-making to be done on the premises he felt equal 
to attending to it personally, which information ap- 
peared to please the warrior not a little. 

Together then, the three left the shelter of the 
holy walls of Santa Chiara, and, by means of the 
steps in the rock, gained the street below. Lights 
had already sprung into existence, and quite a stir- 
ring scene appeared before their eyes, where a group 
of children had gathered in a circle around the de- 
funct bull, and were dancing some gispy-like, swing- 
ing movement, accompanied by a song. 

"Quite a difference between the bull alive and the 
same creature dead," remarked Allan, as he remem- 
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bered the mad flight of the citizens for the neighbor- 
ing cafes when the infuriated beast came plunging 
along the street. 

Their course brought them out upon Villa Nazion- 
ale, a street which in the pleasant hours of evening 
was given up to fashionable promenaders. A thou- 
sand lights gleamed, music was heard in various 
quarters, people crowded by, and gaiety seemed to 
reign supreme on this festive night. 

Presently Antonio left this crowded mart, which 
could be called the heart of Naples, and again 
plunged into a darker street, with the two comrades 
walking arm-in-arm close in his rear. On their left 
arose the Plazzo Reale at the head of the Stradadi 
Toledo. 

The courier knew where he was taking them, 
and Allan seemed ready to stake every thing on the 
sagacity of his guide. 

"Do you know what that place is yonder?" asked 
the soldier, as they passed a gloomy wall. 

*'I must confess my ignorance," replied Hugh, 
who had been only three days in Naples, and whose 
time had been taken up more in searching for a face 
than in examining the lions of a famous city. 

**It is the Campo Santo Vecchio, a cemetery for the 
Neapolitan poor, consisting of three hundred and 
sixty-five cells, one for each day in the year. Every 
morning a cell is made ready, and the dead of the 
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previous day tumbled in pell-mell, where the quick- 
lime makes speedy work of them. The cell is then 
sealed for another year/' 

'*By Jove! an expeditious way of burial— no 
funeral, no lot in the beautiful cemetery, not even a 
marked grave in the Potter's field. Once dead, and 
all traces of the poor unfortunate are lost,'' remarked 
the sympathetic Bohemian. 

"Not quite. They keep anything that might be 
useful to serve as an identification. I speak of this, 
my dear boy, because sooner or later, you and I will 
have some connection with this yawning tomb of 
Naples." 

"What?" exclaimed Allan, aghast. 

"Pardon; I did not mean in the usual way. It is 
necessary for me to interview the keeper of these 
relics, in order to gain possession of a valuable docu- 
ment that has a tremendous bearing upon the search 
for the Golden Fleece." 

"Ah! now I understand. You startled me at first. 
And this, then, is the cause of your presence in Na- 
ples. The story must be a deeply interesting one, 
and at the first opportunity I shall be glad to hear 
it. Perhaps this sagacious Antonio may serve you to 
some good purpose in the venture." 

"I would have suggested that myself after I had 
given you the yam. For the present, the least said 
about it the better, since there are others* on the 
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track of the treasure-trove besides Major Leonidas 
Green. Unless I am mistaken we are drawing near a 
building that is used as a cloister by a certain sect of 
nuns. It may be the one Antonio has in mind." 

Evidently the soldier knew Naples like a book, 
and had spent much time within her pleasant borders 
on some previous occasion. 

Antonio, upon being questioned, readily admitted 
that the major's guess hit the mark, for it was with 
this same building in mind he had led them to this 
quarter. 

Antonio had made a brave fight to master the Eng» 
lish language, since his bread and butter depended 
upon his intercourse with the Anglo-Saxon race, and 
he was able to express himself much better than 
many a Frenchman who had struggled with, the same 
problem all his life. 

*'Signor,'' said he, addressing his employer at this 
point, "you have here the place. It is a regular 
cloister not, but as it were a branch. Upon the roof 
they a garden raise, with flowers beautiful at all 
times. How charming a walk, how secluded, they 
enjoy, these Sisters who the world have deserted. 
Signer, there you will the lady find. I have myself 
seen, and I know what I say is true." 

''Very good, Antonio. Now tell us how you man- 
aged to see her, and perhaps we can follow the same 
plan," remarked Hugh, fastening his eyes upon the 
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silhouette of the roof as outlined against the blue 
heavens with an eagerness he did not attempt to con- 
ceal. 

**Just so, Signer. You shall hear. Remember, first 
of all, that it would a serious matter be if detected. 
This, a building sacred— no man is allowed by the 
law to it enter. Therefore, Signor, I pray you to 
cautious be." 

**You may depend on me, Antonio. Proceed." 

"Notice that this broken wall allows a foothold 
fairly. You ascend that quite— so you are half way 
to the roof almost. Then what next? It is easy as 
falling on a log. Here a foot on the window-ledge, 
there a hold by a vine. Per Bacco! quickly you 
reach that roof —then you your chance watch— presto, 
over you go." 

"But see here, my dear man, a woman could never 
descend that way?" said Hugh in dismay. 

The courier shrugged his shoulders. 

"Ah! that was not the bargain in this night. All 
the Signor say is an interview to gain with the lady. 
That may be done. If she would from the cloister 
escape then we shall again come and on that occa- 
sion a rope-ladder bring. Am I not correct quite, 
Signor?" 

The major was charmed with his logic and took it 
upon himself to answer. 

"The very medicine to fit the case, I give you my 
8 
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word, Antonio. You are a clever fellow. Yes, my 
boy, if it is necessary to carry the young woman oflf, 
we will have to come prepared on another occasion. 
There are two days, you said, before she takes the 
vows." 

**Then all that remains for me to do to-night is to 
see what success I may have in seeking an interview. 
Antonio you know something of the routine pursued 
in these places— would you think my chances good 
jxist now?'' 

* 'Excellent Signor. When I was present here it 
was just before vespers. She stood on the roof at the 
yonder comer, looking to the west. I think she ad- 
mired the picture divine of our noble bay, but, Sig- 
nor, perhaps her eyes saw it not, for she herself 
might have looldng been far, far across to the land 
of liberty— the sea beyond, where the fair signorina 
had left the man she loved." 

**Hear, hear," said the soldier, in low but ex- 
pressive tones, "our courier has the poet's soul with- 
in. But why not, when this is the home of music 
and of romance, a country whose very atmosphere 
breathes poetry, and whose blue skies invite to 
dreams of love. But for the present let us forget all 
this in the stern reality that faces us. Are you 
ready to take your chances of reaching the roof, 
Hugh?" 

^•Only too eager," came the quiet reply. 
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^'Then we will await you here. Be cautious £md 
take no hazardous chances. Convince the lady that 
you are determined to overrule any bar that may 
have arisen, and make arrangements for flight later 
on. Then rejoin us, for I have a remarkable story to 
tell you, and I believe there is business to claim our 
attention. And now, my boy, success to you.*' 

A warm hand-clasp from the soldier a few last 
words of caution from Antonio, and Hugh Allan 
started to climb up the sloping ruins of the wall that 
would take him half way to the roof -garden of the 
cloister. He was not a man to be daunted by trifles, 
and were the task he had undertaken twice as diffi- 
cult, the Bohemian had the nerve and courage to 
grapple with it— to wrest victory out of the endeavor, 
for he wa« young and enthusiastic, and that magical 
will-o'-the-wisp Love beckoned him on. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE SACRED ROOF-GARDEN OF THE CLOISTER. 

When Hugh Allan had clambered to the top of the 
ruined wall, he found himself about midway between 
the ground and the parapet of the roof. 

Thus far Antonio's words had proved remarkably 
true, for his course had been without the slightest 
diflBculty— indeed, the only thing against which he 
had been compelled to guard himself was the possi- 
bility of dislodging some loose stone, which, in its 
downward plunge, might send other fragments crash- 
ing through the mass of vines, and be the means of 
starting an avalanche that must work against his 
plans. 

The second part of his game now faced him, and it 
was problematical whether the sanguine Antonio had 
covered the case or not, when he declared it could be 
accomplished with ease, for the courier had gone 
over the route only with his eyes, and in the day- 
time might have seen opportunities for advancement 
that the actual climber would fail to discover. 

Filled with a burning zeal in the cause which 
claimed him for a willing devotee, Hugh paused only 
long enough to recover his breath, and then started 
in upon the ascent of the wall. 

m 
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Doubtless no one had ever conceived the idea of 
eflFecting an entry to the cloister in this way-*per- 
haps the veneration of the people was so intense, or 
the penalty so severe, that not even the most desperate 
Neapolitan thief had the assurance to plan such a 
scheme. 

Those sacred walls now contained a treasure which 
was above all price to Hugh Allan, and a thousand 
such penalties would not have deterred him from 
seeking the interview upon which his whole future 
depended, for when has love been daunted at locks 
or walls, or even religious scruples. 

Antonio was a jewel without doubt, for what he had 
declared came true, every word of it. When the bold 
climber sought a hold for his hand, his groping fingers 
leemed to be directed to a vine, a projecting knob of 
•tone, a ledge of some sort— why, a kind fate appeared 
to have actually arranged this route for the conven- 
ience of the man who dared, just as though his com- 
ing had long been anticipated. 

Not once did Hugh turn his head and look down, 
the line of the parapet above, with its mass of over- 
hanging vines, was the object that demanded and re- 
ceived his full attention. 

He knew that a blunder might mean a fall, and 
this would in all probability be followed by a broken 
limb, such was his distance from the ground. 

At lait hii upraised hand clutched the edge of the 
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parapet, and presenUy his head was above the coping. 
The roof of the building was like numerous others in 
Naples, devoted to the culture of flowers, and the in- 
mates of the convent spent many of their hours for 
meditation in the midst of bowers formed from bloom- 
ing rosebushes, surronded by many other shrubs that 
breathed fragrance, and spoke of purity and loveli- 
ness. 

Seen even in the starlight, this roof-garden of the 
good Sisters was a revelation to the eyes of the 
Western pilgrim, for such things were utterly un- 
known in his land. 

His position was anything but comfortable, so to 
better it was his first thought. 

A hasty survey assured him that while he might 
not be able to declare the garden void of human 
occupancy, there was at least no one close enough to 
detect any slight movement he might make in crawl- 
ing over the parapet among the luxuriant vines. 

This he hastened to do, and while in the act, his 
attention was attracted by a sound below, which 
might be a gentle hand clapping from the enthusiastic 
major, proving that his progess up the wall had been 
eagerly followed, and his successful accomplishment 
of the enterprise fully appreciated by the admiring 
friends beneath. 

No doubt the bold Bohemian was the first of the 
genus man who had ever dared invade this garden 
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deroted to the use of these retired members of the 
opposite sex, who had given up social intercourse 
with the world, though not prohibited from seeing 
its ebb and flow at a discreet distance. 

Never a thought did Hugh Allan give to this part of 
the enterprise, though he came of stern old Scotch- 
Presbyterian stock, and could not be expected to 
have much symapthy for the elements constituting 
other religions; still, it had never been his habit to 
hurt the feelings of Mohammedan or Jew, or any 
other follower of a creed at variance with his own. 

Under ordinary circumstances, he would never 
have dreamed of committing such a desecration as 
secretly entering this place where the presence of a 
man was strictly tabooed : but under the impetus of 
despairing love, what man would be kept back by 
such scruples? 

Having slipped in among the luxuriant herbage the 
Bohemian now found time to look around him. 

Music reached his ear, coming from the interior of 
the building— the notes of a large organ, breathing 
out some grand hymn that might be a portion of the 
routine worship. 

In imagination he could see the Sisters in their 
strange attire gathering in some chapel, and the dark- 
robed nuns gliding from their cells to join in the 
after vesper services. 

Was she among them? 
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Would he be so fortunate as to find her— this girl- 
love for whom meant life or death to him, since his 
existence was wrapped up in her being? 

And even should good fortune wait upon him, so 
that he obtained such an interview, what assurance 
had he that his logic might win the woman he loved 
from the stern line of duty which she had for some 
unknown reason marked out for herself ? 

There was none, save the faith which he possessed 
in the righteousness of his cause, and the magnetism 
of the affection he bore her. 

He remembered what Antonio had said about the 
west wall— it was there she had lingered, gazing away 
over the beautiful bay. 

Had her thoughs been of him then, as even the 
courier believed, in his sentimental way, or were 
they wholly given up to the serious consideration of 
the life to which she had decided to devote herself, 
and on the brink of which she was even now trem- 
bling. 

At any rate, he was led by this inference to move 
. over to the wall facing the bay, for here, if at all, 
he believed he would find her. 

Nor was he wrong. 

As he made his way softly among the flowering 
plants, that released their strangely sweet perfume 
to the night air until it was heavy with a conuning- 
ling of rare odours, the daring man from over th^ 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAB SINISTER 41 

sea suddenly became conscious that he was not alone 
upon the roof -garden, while the inmates of the clois- 
ter gathered about their altar in the chapel below. 

Was that a breath of wind from the ocean, a 
whisper from the sentinel Vesuvius, rearing its dark 
mass against the starry heavens, or the sigh of a dis- 
tressed heart? 

At any rate, it attracted his eager notice, and, 
drawn by some magnetism he could not define, Hugh 
Allan gilded txjwards the point trom whence the 
sound appeared to proceed. 

In another moment he discovered the presence of 
a figure standing by the wall— a figure garbed in 
simple white, which fact assisted him in locating the 
human origin of the sound. 

Something told him he was near the being for 
whom he entertained such an ardent, world-defying 
aflfection— it was a feeling that came from the heart, 
that words could never define— a sympathetic tele- 
graphic communication, as of soul speaking to soul. 

Still he dared not betray his presence, since there 
was even yet a chance that he might be mistaken, 
and undue haste would ruin all. 

The lone figure remained immovable, with arms 
resting on the stone coping, and face turned seaward. 

He could steal close behind without attracting at- 
tention. How intently were his eyes glued upon 
Uie outlines of that form— was it his Eulalie, or had 
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he been on a false trail?— all depended upon the 
sagacity of Antonio, and, although the courier was 
astute beyond the ordinary degree, he had only been 
given a photograph to guide him. 

It was a period of the most intense agony, of sus- 
pense to Hugh Allan. 

Seconds were passing, precious time was being 
consumed, and how was he to discover whether the 
sad figure outlined against the vines before him 
was his lost love or a stranger? 

Her presence here while the other inmates of the 
convent were performing their religious ceremonies 
would indicate that she could not have yet taken the 
vows that would forever seal her life in the order 
they represented. 

Besides, Antonio must have found other means for 
gleaning the information he brought; up to this 
point all had tunied out exactly as he predicted, 
so there was good reason to believe the balance might 
be similarly true. 

While the Bohemian was watching the figure in 
white, and cudgelling his brains how he might find 
out the truth without risking everything, the matter 
was solved for him. 
She spoke. 

First he heard a repetition of that sigh, only this 
time he knew it welled from a heart distressed by 
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doubts— then upon his ear fell a whisper that thrilled 
him with ecstacy. 

''Hugh, forgive me." 

She knew not of his presence; she believed him 
thousands of miles away, with the ocean rolling be- 
tween; and now she apostrophised that great West, 
that billowy sea, as though it might carry her plaint 
to his broken heart, and bring peace and balm. 

As yet he said not a word to betray his propin- 
quity, for his ears were eagerly drinking in the 
sentences that flowed from her lips, sentences so 
disconnected as to betray the distracted condition 
of her heart. 

And this was what the lover heard; 

"Two days more, and then it will be done. After 
that no sigh, no moan, no thought of the past, of Aiwi, 
only the black future, lighted by the distant gleam 
of etemity^s torch. Have I the courage to go on? 
There is war in my heart— love pleads, duty com- 
mands. Yet I was right to fly from him— to save him 
from such a fate— for should his love and respect turn 
to loathing, I would have died. It is well. In time 
he may forget me, or at most only remember with 
gentle pity. Yes, he may even be happy in the love 
of some good woman upon whose fair name rests no 
blemish. But no one will love him better than I, 
who sacrificed my life for his welfare. O! Hugh, 
my love, it is hard to give you up, to shut you 
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from my heart. God give me strength to do what is 
right!" 

"Amen!" came in a husky whisper. 

She started and looked around, but saw no one, for 
he was concealed among the rank bushes. 

"I thought someone spoke, but it must have been 
an echo of the Ave Maria they are chanting below. 
If I was only sure of being right, all doubts would 
cease; but although I pray for guidance, still I find 
myself groping in the dark. If some unseen hand 
would but lead me— Heaven be merciful! I wonder 
what he is doing now beyond the sea, where the after* 
noon sun is shining over New York? Does he still 
mourn for me— poor Hugh!— -or is he striving to for- 
get Eulalie, as one unworthy of his love? That is 
the hardest part of all, that the keenest pain, to 
have him believe me unworthy, when I love him so; 
but he must never know, once I have taken the 
vows— that is my expiation of a wicked law." 

"Eulalie!" came the husky whisper. 

She uttered a low cry. 

"I am dreaming, or going insane with the weight 
of my troubles. Each sighing wind I imagine is his 
beloved voice reproaching me! What can it mean? Is 
he sick — dying, and his own true love not there ? 
God forgive me if I have done wrong! Dare I go 
back when I have said the pain should all be mine ? 
No, n©! it would be madness, now." 
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^'Then welcome such blessed madness, Eulalie; my 
darling, for I have come to you!'' and unable longer 
to conceal his presence, the rash Bohemian rose and 
advanced hastily. She uttered no sound of alarm, 
but, when he folded her fiercely in his arms, her 
troubled head sank upon his shoulder, and a sigh, as 
from an angel in paradise, welled from her pai*ted 
lips. 
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CHAPTER V. 

HEARTS WIN. 

It was a moment of supreme bliss for Hugh Allan, 
when, after his arduous search over the ocean, he 
was thus enabled, through a series of fortuitous cir- 
cumstances, to again enfold the object of his sturdy 
love within his arms, and feel her heart throbbing 
wildly against his own, like that of a fluttering, 
frightened dove. 

Overcome by the intensity of her joy, and the 
amazement she felt at beholding the man she loved 
here, in this place, as if in answer to her prayer for 
some guiding Iiand, Eulalie gave herself up to the hap- 
piness of the moment, and clung to him almost wildly. 

It was only when she felt his kisses rained upon her 
lips, her cheeks, her eyes, that she began to rouse 
herself from the sweet dream— to realize that the 
same old struggle was before her— that she must choose 
which was the right course. 

Gently, then, she disengaged herself from his em- 
brace, still clinging to both his hands; and there, in the 
soft starlight of that September night, while the city 
of Naples resounded with rejoicings that come afresh 
each year with the advent of the Festa di Piedigrottaj 
those two devoted souls faced each other upon the 

(46) 
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garden roof of the cloister where poor Eulalie had 
intended to seek refuge from the world, and faced 
each other and decided their future. 

Over the rolling deep he had fpUowed her as the 
wise men of the East had pursued the Star of Hope, 
and looking into his eyes, alight with determined love, 
Eulalie began to realise the deathless nature of the 
adoration she had aroused within him— to understand 
that this man would not be hindered by trifles in the 
pursuit of his own. 

Somehow, though not yet ready to confess the full 
truth, a thrill of happiness obtained a foothold in her 
heart, for it is pleasant to realise one is beloved, 
even when a stern decree of Fate steps between. 

Although she endeavoured to struggle against what 
seemed inevitable, it was with decreasing zeal, such 
was the effect of his presence upon her wavering spirit. 

'*Why have you followed me, Hugh?" she said, in 
a whisper, as she thrilled with tender emotion under 
his burning look. 

* 'Because I loved you— because I made up my mind 
you should not wreck both of our lives on some pre- 
tence, the nature of which I never knew or cared to 
know,'' he replied. 

**But I forbade you to follow me.'' 
[ "And invited me in the same sentence." 

"I— do not understand you, Hugh," she said, trem- 
bling. 
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"You wrote that you loved me— that I was all the 
world to you. Ah, Eulalie, knowing that, could you 
doubt I would follow to the ends of the earth, if need 
be? Could you imagine there existed an ocean so 
wide, a convent so secluded, that I could not find you, 
^nd give you the chance of saving me or seeing me 
perish, for I swear to you that losing you, I would 
seek some means of ending my life!" 

"Oh, Hugh, you torture me ! " she gasped. 

"God knows I do not mean to! but I intend to tell 
you the truth. You have not treated me fairly, Eulalie I 
You should have told me the nature of this bar which 
you say has come between us. Surely I am as deeply 
interested as yourself? I have a right to know— a 
right to decide what should be done." 

She seemed to shudder under his gaze. 

"I did what I believed was best— for yoti, dear 
Hugh! " she pleaded. 

"Yes, but I am of the opinion you made a wrong 
diagnosis, and gave me that which, persisted in, would 
cause my death!" he urged. 

"Heaven forbid." 

"You see, I am determined to know the truth. I 
have overcome all difficulties in the way of finding 
you, and perhaps thatwhich has appeared a mountain 
in your sight may turn out only a mole-hill when I 
am through with it." 

This may have been a little bombastic, and as a 
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usual thing Hugh Allan was not inclined to boast; but 
he had an object just now in inspiring Eulalie with 
a high opinion of his powers as a necromancer, able 
to dissolve ugly phantoms into tlyn atmosphere. 

"Oh! if it could only turn out so, I should be the 
happiest woman alive," she breathed, and then, as if 
conscious of having in a measure committed herself, 
she hastened to add: "But it is impossible! You must 
leave me Hugh, and endeavour to forget. Why should 
you not be happy? The world is wide— you have 
health and talent." 

"I tell you I could never be happy, because I love 
but one woman in all this world— she was my load- 
star, my incentive. With her gone, the world is a 
blank, life useless. Eulalie, you shall choose which it 
must be. There is no need of repeating my intentions. 
Tell me your trouble and let me decide. By virtue of 
the love I bear you, and which you have time and 
again assured me you return, I demand this as my 
right. You must not refuse." 

His will dominated, for love made her weak. 

She hesitated, she considered, and that brief self- 
examination was fatal to the plans she had so bravely 
endeavoured to carry out, for 

" When love once pleads admission to the heart. 
The woman who deliberates is lost" 

She glanced fearfully over her shoulder, as if in her 
awakened state of mind a guilty conscience had been 

4 
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aroused, for she now knew she could never take those 
vows with truth— that this passionate love had only 
slumbered in her heart, and once aroused, over- 
whelmed her resolve to lead the life of a recluse, a 
nun. 

"Hugh, you have conquered one of my scruples, I 
realise now I was wrong to fly from you without an 
explanation. " 

'*Thank heaven for that,'' he said, making a move- 
ment as though he would take her in his arms again, 
but she would not release his hands. 

"You shall know all— the terrible story that chilled 
my blood, that caused me to fly from friends and lover, 
in order that I might hide myself forever within 
the friendly walls of this house, where they ask no 
questions, and where the finger of scorn could never 
be pointed at a victim of circumstances." 

"You arouse the keenest interest— tell me now what 
it all means, dearest," he said. 

She again looked fearfully about her, as though 
half-expecting to see the grim form of the aged 
Mother Superior standing there rebuking her, and 
horrified at the desecration of the sacred garden, for 
in these twenty years the foot of a man had never once 
pressed its soil. 

"No, no, not now, not here. The story is too long— we 
should be interrupted. I had forgotten what your 
presence here would bring about if you were discov- 
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ered— the convent bell would ring the wild alarm, and 
those who live near by reverence this building. They 
are zealots, who would tear you limb from limb, 
dear Hugh, if they found you in this place. I 
tremble for your safety. There, the Ave Maria has 
ceased, and some of the sisters will soon come to 
walk about the roof-garden. You must begone, dear 
Hugh." 

'*But tell me when I am to learn this strange story, 
since you promise that I may hear it ? Only two 
days remain before you must decide what is life 
and death to me," he persisted. 

**You shall read it— I could not tell you the story, 
dear Hugh, but I can write it, and I know how I may 
send you word. To-morrow, then you shall know 
all, I swear it. Now go." 

"Not yet—not until you tell me further what I am 
to expect. Listen, Eulalie, ray love, if, after I have 
read all, I am as desperately resolved upon the 
same course that brought me to Naples, will you 
sweep those scruples aside and be my own wife? In 
the sight of heaven, tell me truly." 

**What can I say? It is all in your hand— and the 
Father above. He will hold me guiltless, for I have 
tried to do my duty. Yes, Hugh Allan, faithful 
heart, if when you read the story of my sorrow you 
are as desperately resolved that I shall be your wife 
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This time he released his arms and threw them 
aroimd her— oh! it was balm to her weary soul to 
feel his kisses; but would his love be as warm and 
true when he had read all— when he knew that shame 
had attached itself to her name? 

**I beg of you to go, or all is lost," she panted, push- 
ing him away by main strength. 

"And you will promise that if I come for you 
to-morrow night, my love, you will fly with me," 
for Antonio says they do not allow one who has taken 
the first vows here to leave openly. Assure me, or 
I shall refuse to go." 

"Yes, yes, if you still love me; but, oh! I beg of you 
weigh well the matter before you decide. If you 
should ever regret the step, woe to me. I am sure I 
hear them coming up the stairs. Hugh, have mercy 
—leave me." 

"One more kiss and I obey," he whispered, hoarsely. 

He gently raised her head, and pressed his lips 
to hers in one last lingering kiss that told how loath 
he was to leave her. 

"Good-night, my darling, and God bless you. Send 
the letter to the Grande Bretagne Hotel. Depend 
upon it I will be here again, and you have prom- 
ised. Be brave, and trust in me." 

He turned and glided along the wall to the spot 
where he had clambered over the parapet when enter- 
ing the garden. 
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Just as he reached it, and before he could pass over, 
two stout figures came into view from the lighted 
area that indicated the stairway. 

"I thought I heard voices, Sister Angela," said one 
in Italian, and Hugh rightly guessed this to be the 
stem Mother Superior of the convent. 

"It is the new convert coughing over yonder, good 
mother. I fear she is not long for the world. Let 
us step over and speak with her," returned the other. 

"Thanks, awfully," muttered the crouching figure 
under the rosebushes, and who realised that this fit 
of coughing was but a feint of Eulalie's in order to 
attract attention to her so that he might have a 
chance of escape. 

No sooner were the backs of the Mother Superior 
and Sister Angela turned than the Bohemian crawled 
over the parapet, and hung suspended in space. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE MAJOR UNBURDENS HIS MIND. 

It was a fortunate thing for the newspaper man 
that he liad always been something of an amateur 
gymnast, and fond of athletic sports; otherwise he 
would never have been able to descend the wall of 
the cloister without some kind of an accident. 

It is always easier to go up than down in a case of 
tliis kind; for many reasons; and there were times 
when but for a quick clutch at some friendly vine, or 
the muscular ability he exhibited in suspending his 
weight with one arm, he must have gone sprawling 
below to the detriment of his cause, not to mention 
the chances of personal injury. 

Luck ably abetted daring, as often occurs, and our 
Canadian-American finally found himself perched 
upon the top of the broken wall, considerably out of 
breath, but safe in body and limb. 

From this point downwards it was an easy thing for 
him, and presently he felt his feet strike solid ground. 
^ The major was there, ready to grasp his hand and 
whisper hearty congratulations in his ear, for, 
although Hugh had been given no opportunity as yet 
to relate his success, there was that in his manner to 
betray the truth to the astute soldier. 

(54) 
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Antonio^ like most Italians, was demonstrative in 
his delight over the remarkably clever manner in 
which his patron had accomplished the task placed 
before him— men admire daring, no matter where 
found, and Hugh had by his action of this night risen 
several degrees in the estimation of the courier. 

There was no reason why they should linger longer 
in the neighbourhood, and accordingly the Neapolitan 
led the way through a tangle of narrow streets to- 
wards their hotel. 

Hugh gave one last lingering glance up to where 
the escarpment of the cloister wall terminated in 
silhouette against the sky— not a sign of human occu* 
pancy was to be seen, but he had a tender recollection 
of what had happened to him up there, and his whole 
frame thrilled with exultation over the consciousness 
that Eulalie loved him, and had given the case into 
his hands. 

That he would win her as he had worked for her, 
Hugh had not a single doubt— no matter what the 
barrier, he was grimly determined to brush it aside 
and carry her off as his bride. 

And while they walked along, arm in arm, like 
three good friends, with Hugh in the middle, he gave 
the other's a brief account of what had happened to 
him upon the roof of the Neapolitan nunnery. 

The major was charmed at the success of the venture- 
and declared Hugh was a man of good luck— that ne 
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would assuredly bring that element with him to every 
game he entered^ and hence the success of their great 
enterprise was assured. 

This reference aroused Hugh's curiosity again, and 
he remebered that he was to hear a singular story 
ere retiring for the night. 

A man who has always been compelled to fight the 
the world for a bare living is naturally interested in 
learning how he may become the lawful possessor of 
a million. 

Since it seemed very probable that he would be 
successful in winning Eulaliei he began to take more 
interest in worldly matters; and the broad hints of 
the soldier concerning a Golden Fleece ready for 
the gathering awakened an eager response from his 
venturesome spirit. 

**For the present I am ready to put my personal 
affairs in the background, major, and give my whole 
attention to the remarkable business you have in 
view— that is, of course, providing you are as fully 
determined to accept me as a partner in the enter- 
prise," he remarked, and promptly came the sol- 
dier's answer: 

"My dear boy, I am more solicitous than ever, 
after seeing how you have taken the bull by the 
horns on this night, and give promise of carrying the 
fort by storm. We are close to the hotel. You shall 
hear my story, told in my own abominable way, and 
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if you agree to join the Argosy, we will this very 
night take the first step forward by visiting that 
chamal house the Campo Santo Vecchio, and explor- 
ing its mysteries." 

"I am already two-thirds decided," replied Hugh, 
soberly," and if your narrative has half the charm 
I anticipate, I shall plunge in headlong. Already I 
am inclined to believe it was no chance that di- 
rected our peculiar meeting this evening, but the 
hand of Fate ! I begin to see the writing on the 
wall— why fortune brought me to Naples— how I came 
to appoint a rendezvous with honest Antonio under 
the walls of Santa Chiara, when any other one of a 
thousand points in this city would have answered 
just as well. It was all arranged by some super- 
human power which controls my destiny, even to 
the appearance of the mad bull on the scene, for I 
might not have known there was such a person aa 
Major Leonidas Green in existence only for your 
gallant act in saving the terror-stricken Neapolitan 
girl. I have never been a fatalist, my friend, but 
there are times when events occur in such regular 
sequence, each fitting into its particular groove, and 
dependent on the other for support, that the result 
appears like a well-built structure, with a master 
hand for the architect." 

"Here we are at the 'Grande Bretagne.' Do you 
know I have been studying your man Antonio, and 
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with SO much profit that I am determined to give him 
a share in the enterprise^ though I do not deem it 
safe to impart the secret to a third party as yet. 
Tell him to remain about— that we shall need him 
soon, give him a hin tthat if he shows himself as dis- 
creet in the future as in the past; great possibilities 
of fortune await him." 

The major had a few bottles sent up to his room, 
showing conclusirely that at least he did not mean 
to tell a dry story. 

As his apartment was well up in the hotel its 
windows faced the bay, and the many lights of the 
city built upon the hillside made a brillant spectacle. 

The soldier carefully locked the door, pulled a 
couple of chairs and a small table OTer near one of 
the open windows, struck a light, arranged the bot- 
tles and glasses to suit himself, and then blew out the 
lamp. 

^'Notice that the moon is rising over the tops of the 
hills— you can, see her light on Vesuvius and the bay. 
I dearly love to sit and smoke and talk under such 
conditions and if you have no objections, my dear 
boy, we will do without the vulgar lamp." 

This just suited the Bohemian, for he was a very 
light drinker of wine, and did not wish to offend 
such a wholesouled, convivial fellow as the major on 
this occasion by appearing unwilling to stand by him; 
so he ercpressed his delight with the scheme. 
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It was a charming picture slowly unfolded to their 
eyes, as the fair queen of night climbed clear of the 
hill- tops and bathed city, and bay, and grim volcano 
with her silvery sheen. 

At another time the artist soul which Hugh, in 
conjunction with all men of letters, possessed, would 
have been aroused at the picturesque nature of the 
view; and he might have even gone into raptures 
over it; but the peculiar conditions governing his 
present state so engrossed his attention that it was 
only a passing glance he cast upon the scrolli and 
then his attention was once more turned to Eulalie— 
to the coming of her letter which was to explain the 
mystery of her flight from the man she loved, and 
finally to the promised story of the soldier of fortune, 
who had given him to understand that millions wero 
involved in the contemplated enterprise. 

They were finally settled comfortably, each with a 
choice weed alight, and just as he might have sub- 
pected Hugh found the major something of a con- 
noisseur when it came to the question of cigars, for 
he would smoke nothing but the best, and was con- 
tinually on the watch for an investment in that line. 

**Now to fire away. To begin with, my boy, you 
will find me an odd customer. I never was able to 
tell a straight story from boyhood. A word suggests 
some reminiscence, and, though it may have no con- 
nection with the matter under discussion, it has to be 
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dragged in. You will forgive the various digreS- 
sionSy I am sure." 

**Most certainly, since I shall in that way hear 
something of your past life, which I am positive must 
be filled with entertaining adventure. One thing 
is already proved— you are a splendid judge of an 
excellent weed.*' 

At this the soldier laughed. 

"I am very fond of smoking, and have been all my 
life, with the exception of about a year, when the 
taste of a cigar made me sick; but then it was quite 
natural, when a cigar came within an ace of being 
the cause of my death. You smile, my boy; but if 
you knew the facts, you would not wonder at my 
antipathy. Jove ! I've half a mind to explain; but 
some other time will do— it would be too wretched 
before I've even struck out on the main line." 

**Now," said Hugh, briefly. 

"Well, as you please. This happened, please re- 
member, some twenty odd years ago. I was in Cuba^ 
and a young, hot blood. A pair of black eyes be- 
witched me, and I fancied myself in love. I was not 
long in discovering that the Senorita Carmen had 
another lover— a young Cuban named Juan, a chap as 
fierce as a tiger, whose untimely end I deeply regret. 

"Well, we met and had a little aflfair that resulted 
in a draw. Juan called me a coward, and declared 
I would not meet him. I was always a dare-devil, 
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and although his plan of fighting a duel was a decid- 
edly queer one, I refused to back down. 

"We met that afternoon on the public promenade 
of Havana. Juan had two cigars that were exactly- 
alike, since he had made them himself, being in that 
line. I was given my choice, and selected one. Each 
of us immediately lighted his weed, and began to 
smoke. You may have noticed that I use a cigar very 
gently. I learned the habit on that day when Juan 
and I sat opposite each other in a cafe^ and waited 
for fate to decide who was to live and who was to die; 
for in one of those cigars Juan had wrapped a small 
twenty-two calibre metallic cartridge, with the bullet 
pointed towards the mouth of the smoker and neither 
of us knew who had selected the fatal weed." 

The newspaper man could not keep from uttering 
an exclamation of astonishment. 

**The strangest duel I ever heard of, and you must 
have had superb nerve," he declared. ^ 

*'Well, I confess it was an experience I do not ever 
care to repeat. A man tied over the magazine of a 
burning ship could appreciate the condition of mind 
I was in. Every second I fully expected to hear a 
snap, and to drop with a bullet in my brain. Juan 
looked like Satan himself sitting there glaring at me. 
I began to fear he might have played me a vile 
trick of some sort, when I suddenly heard a sharp 
crack as of a Russian whip—the nagajka. 
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"Poor Juan fell over to the floor as dead as Julius 
Gfiesar, and the strange part of the matter was that no 
one ever discovered the small hole in the I'oof of his 
mouth, and he was believed to have died in a fit. For 
a year afterwards the taste of a cigar made me weak, 
but I gradually overcame that feeling.'' 

**You won the duel; how about the charmer?'* 

*^Bah! she ran away with a Spanish officer on the 
day poor love-sick Juan and myself sat in the cafe 
and smoked our cigars, waiting for the summons of 
fate." 

"A remarkable aflfairl Now about the question of 
our becoming millionaires." 

"Ah! that is a more cheeiful matter. I wish I were 
a Stephenson to do justice to the subject. The story 
is worthy of a royal setting, but you will have to 
make all allowances. I am a soldier, not a romancer. 
I can take a part in such adventures as fall to the lot 
of roving mankind, but I make an abominable mess 
when I endeavour to relate how such things came to 
pass." 

Hugh had his own opinion on this pf>int, and was 
inclined to believe the major showed considerable 
talent in giving the pith of the matter without swad- 
dling it in surroundings that, after all, were a mere 
flow of words. 

**It is now some little time since I first struck a 
clue leading to this bonanza, and, interested from the 
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start, I have pursued the affair. At times I have 
feared lest it might prove to be an igniss fatuus^ei 
jack-o'-lantern that would dance before my eyes 
until it had lured me into the swamp, and then leave 
me ruined there, doomed. Then something would 
spring up to revive my hopes, and create a sturdy 
belief within my heart. So I have gone on, learning 
more from day to day, until at last, casting all doubts 
aside, I have determined to devote myself to the 
chase of the glittering prize. If it turns out as I 
have reason to believe, I may, by rare good lucki 
achieve success and win a fortune. 

^'listen, then, while I sketch the skeleton frame- 
work upon which this wonderful structure is reared, 
and remember that I have tested all points and 
proved tLe accuracy of the fabric. 

"About a year ago the captain of a vessel which 
was wrecked on the coast of Peru, found himself in 
the city of lima, with a poor chance of retrieving 
his fortunes. In company with a few adventurous 
spirits he went to the motmtains prospecting for 
gold mines. 

"There is considerable mining done in the Andes, 
but in a cinide way, and some day, when modem 
methods are employed, the amazing richness of the 
mineral deposits will arouse the world just as Call* 
fomia, Australia, and lately. South Africa, have 
done, for you know that when the Spaniards, under 
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PizaiTo, conquered Peru, some centuries ago, they 
found the natives with almost unlimited quantities 
of gold and precious stones. 

^'Thisold sea captain had a remarkable experience. 
He became separated from the rest of the company. 
It was as though a peculiar fate had destined him for 
great things. He became lost in the valleys, and for 
days sought to find a trail or to discover a train of 
pack-mules laden with treasure and under an armed 
escort, moving towards the coast. 

"Then came his wonderful luck— Jove! he actually 
fell into it, literally and figuratively, for a false step 
sent him down into a gully, and in seeking an outlet 
he found an enti*ance to an old mine that had been 
deserted for many decades— perhaps for hundreds of 
years. 

''The spirit was aroused in the prospector, and he 
began to explore the interior. Aladdin and his won- 
derful lamp, Sinbad in the valley of diamonds, Ali 
Baba and the Forty Thieves, were fairy stories com- 
pared to what he found. He had stumbled on the 
treasure which yeai's and years ago the Inca, Ata- 
hualpa had secreted from the avaricious Spaniards, 
and which he had refused to reveal to Pizarro even 
at the stake, for you remember they burned him. 

"The sight of such wealth almost turned the brain 
of the sea-captain, and he fled from the place, taking 
with him a few jewels that had once been the gleam* 
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ing eyes of sun-gods, for the Peruvians, like the 
Aztecs, worshipped old PhoBbus. 

*'He finally came upon a caravan headed for the 
coast, and reached Lima. The possession of such a 
secret gave him more pain than pleasure. He dis- 
trusted everyone, and was at his wits' end to know 
how he should proceed in order to gain possession of 
this treasure-trove that might make him a second 
Monte Cristo. 

"At length he determined to return to the States, 
and find some bold spirits who would join him in the 
venture, for there was much danger attached to the 
enterprise, as I will explain later. So, selling one of 
the jewels, he started for home by way of the At- 
lantic, around Cape Horn. 

"On the journey the vessel was wrecked. Bad 
luck seemed to follow him. Picked up adrift by a 
steamer he was out of his mind, and in this condition 
carried to the destination of the fruit steamer, which 
chanced to be this port in the Meditoiranean. 

"Here in Naples, he was robbed of the remaining 
jewels, and all he had to show concerning his great 
discovery was a paper on which he had made out cer- 
tain facts connected with the lost mine of the Andes, 
which would serve as a guide when he desii*ed to re- 
turn. 

"That document, my dear boy, is what I am itch- 
ing to possess. It is what I have reason to believe 
6 
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may be found in the custody of the keeper of records 
connected with the Neapolitan cemetery, for Captain 
Caleb Griswold died in the streets of Naples and was 
buried in a cell of the Campo Santo Vecchio.*' 

"Ah!" said Hugh, who had listened to this remark- 
able story as a boy might to a reading from the 
Arabian Nights, "you have said it— this sea captain 
was some relation to Eulalie." 

"Yes, her grandfather, and the only relative she 
had at the time, since both mother and father had 
died, leaving her an orphan. It was with the idea of 
enriching her that the captain meant to secure this 
treasure of the Incas.'* 

"But— you have not told me how you came to know 
all this?'' 

"I shall supply the omission. It was just eight 
months ago that he fell in the streets of Naples. The 
captain and I were old friends, who had seen some- 
thing of life together, and when he thought of what 
might possibly happen to him should the eflfect of an 
old sunstroke come to the surface again, he wrote me 
a long letter, telling me the facts, asking me to join 
him if he made the venture, and in case of his death 
to make the fight for fortune on my own hook, though 
not to forget that a third of the treasure must go to 
his beloved granddaughter, Eulalie, should it be re- 
covered. 

"That letter, my boy, followed me for months, and 
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finally came to my hand while I was seated in a 
bungalow away off on the border of the Himalayas, 
engaged in a tiger hunt with some jolly good fellows. 
On the back were written in red ink a few words in 
Italian^ stating that a man had fallen dead in the 
streets of Naples, who carried that letter, and the 
authorities had forwarded it. 

"I knew what disposition was made of the poor 
who died in Naples, and to get possession of that im* 
portant document was my first thought. 

**That is the secret of my presence here— I have 
come direct from India, determined to make a bold 
bid for fortune if I can but secure the all important 
plan, for without that I should be groping in the 
dark. 

**I have not told you all by any means— how some 
of the captain's comrades, whom he could not trust, 
suspected he had made a tremendous discovery, and 
tried to follow him— that they have at length suc- 
ceeded in tracing him to this city, and are in Naples 
now— I do not need to tell you how they have learned 
that I am on the same trail as themselves— it will do 
for another time, as there is a long story connected 
with it, and I want you to have an opportunity to 
digest the main facts before I give you any of these 
side issues. 

"Now that you have heard the story, tell me what 
Jrou think of it, my dear fellow." 
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The major smoked on as calmly as though discuss- 
ing the merits of a new brand in the line of claret- 
he was the coolest customer Hugh Allan had ever run 
across, and this fact in itself aroused confidence. 
Such a man he would willingly follow to the heart of 
Africa or the Polar legious in search of fortune. 

''I can see only one weak spot, and yet upon that 
the whole fabric rests,*' he said, slowly. 

''Name it," demanded Green. 

''You admit that the old captain was a trifle weak 
in the upper story, the after effects of a sunstroke. 
Perhaps this whole adventure was but one of his 
Tagaries«-a dream of a distorted mind. I have read 
of Pizarro and the treasures of Peru— how he made 
the wretched Inca deliver gold and jewels, and be- 
lieving he had secreted the main quantity from the 
avaricious Spaniards, he tortured him to death in the 
hope of making him confess— well and good, but what 
assurance have you that the sea captain actually 
found this magnificent treasure-trove?" 

""Well said, and the question does your Yankee 
blood credit. I forgot to say Captain Caleb inclosed 
with his letter a statement from the leading jeweller 
of Lima to the effect that he had purchased a ruby in 
a rough state of polish from the sailor at a siun equal 
to two hundred pounds in English money; also a few 
lines from the Italian piu^ser of the steamer that res- 
cued the wrecked American, speaking of several fine 
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diamonds which he had taken out of a belt upon the 
sick man's person, and was holding for safe keep- 
ing." 

"Major, I am a doubting Thomas no longer 1'* cried 
the Bohemian. 

"You believe?'' 

"Yes, and what is more to the point, I am with you 
in this gigantic undertaking. First, the paper map 
which we beliere was upon his person at death, and 
is therefore in the keeping of the official who has 
charge of the Campo Santo Vecchio, and then acix)8s 
the blue sea to where the rainless coasts of Peru 
await our coming, with the frowning range of the 
towering Andes at their back. Already you have 
aroused the keenest interest in my mind, and I am 
ready to join you— to make the boldest bid of my 
life for the fortune that awaits us among those wild 
valleys." 

"Then it is settled-ugh! what's that-a bat? No, 
only a wandering piece of paper drifting in at the 
window— perhaps a sighing maiden's love-letter to 
her serenading Great Scott! what have we here?" 

The major while speaking had puffed quickly at 
his cigar to induce an illumination by means of which 
he could examine the paper— a trick well known to 
all smokers, and Hugh, glancing round upon hearing 
his exclamation, found him staring at the scrap, his 
ruddy face the picture of dismay. 
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^'Another streak of luck, major?*' he asked, grimly. 
The soldier jumped to his feet, all quivering, 
**Yes, sir; the very finest in the world," he said, in 
a hoarse whisper; ** while we sat here, and I gabbled 
like an old fool at an open window, those eimning 
varlets I spoke of listened at the casement next to 
ours— even jotting down certain names on a paper 
here, which must have escaped from their hands. 
My dear boy, action is what we need now, for at this 
very moment I don't doubt but what they are on the 
way to Campo Santo Vecchio to claim the document 
of CSaptain Caleb, and losing that we lose all. My 
dear boy, follow me." 
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HOW THBY CHARGED UPON THE CAMPO SANTO YIGOHia 

The newspaper man was now given a chance to see 
the old war-horse in action, and, remembering the 
coolness which Major Green had shown in his sudden 
encounter with the mad bull of the Festa di Piedi- 
grotta, he had little i*eason to entertain doubts con- 
cerning the other's abilities in this line. 

When the soldier said ''follow me/ 'he at once stepped 
over, unlocked the door, and passed from the roonu 

There was no trace of excitement about his manner, 
only the positive assurance that denotes both deter* 
mination and confidence, which in a case of this kind 
is half the battle. 

A minute or so later the two friends found them- 
selves on the ground floor of the caravansery. 

Major Green swept his eyes around— possibly he 
was looking for some sign of the foes who seemed as 
stubbornly bent on making a fight for fortune as him- 
self; but if such an idea was in his mind he found 
himself doomed to disappointment, since nothing of 
the kind rewarded his scrutiny. 

He evidently discovered something that gave him 

considerable satisfaction, for a smile came upon his 

grim face. 

(71) 
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Grossing the rotunda he laid a hand upon the arm 
of a man who leaned against a pillar in a position to 
command the exit. 

That man we hare seen before, since he was no 
other than the worthy courier. 

Major Green had studied the Italian well, and he 
was one who seldom made a mistake in his analysis of 
character. He knew what Antonio was capable of^ 
that the Italian, besides being bi^ve and honest, had 
proved himself a wide-awake individual, who seldom 
allowed any event to pass unnoticed, when without 
much trouble he could grasp its cardinal features. 

Antonio may have seen something then that was of 
the highest importance to them in the preliminary 
round that marked the struggle for the treasure- 
trove. 

Hugh's courier had his back turned towards them 
at the time, and his gaze appeared to be taken up 
with something that occurred beyond the open door 
of the hotel. 

When a hand grasped his coat sleeve in this ener- 
getic manner, Antonio turned around in surprise, 
but recognising the sturdy soldier he smiled pleas- 
antly, for he had heard of the major's little engage- 
ment with the charging bull, and like all true-hearted 
warm-blooded natives of sunny Italy, Antonio 
admired courage above all other attributes given to 
men. 
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Tmrnediately he caught sight of his emplojer be* 
hind the soldier, his smile gave way to a look of ex- 
pectancy. 

Antonio had instantly guessed that he was wanted 
in a business capacity, and the first words spoken by 
the man of war proved his judgment to be correct. 

"How long have you been here, Antonio?' ' was 
what the major shot at him. 

''In the hotel? Ever since I accompanied the gen- 
tleman here," he replied. 

''I mean at this point— five minutes?" 

"fiff, excellency-^twioe that." 

"You could see everybody come and go?" 

"Without doubt, general." 

"Did two or three men, who appeared to be for- 
eigners, one an American, a second a French officer, 
and the third, if there were so many, a dark man, a 
Peruvian, come down the stairs hastily just now?" 

Antonio showed his white teeth as he smiled. . 

"There were three, excellency," he said. 

"Good— I see you noticed them. What did they do, 
Antonio?" 

"Almost ran across the rotunda." 

"And out of the door?" 

**Si. excellency. There was a vehicle standing at 
the curb, and they jumped into it like men eager to 
meet the bride." 

"Ah! they hardly go to a wedding to-night." 
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**So I thought, excellency, when I heard one cry 
out to the driver where he was to proceed." 

"And where might that be, good Antonio?*' 

'To the dead-house/' 

"You mean—** 

"The Campo Santo Veechio, signer.'* 

Major Green turned to Allan and smiled in the 
coolest manner possible. 

The newspaper man had nothing to say, for he be- 
lieved that the case was quite safe in the hands of one 
like the soldier, a bom diplomat if ever such existed. 

"How long ago was this, Antonio?** pursued the 
veteran, returning to the attack. 

"Not over two minutes— indeed, the wretched ve- 
hicle had just left the door when you plucked me by 
the sleeve, excellency. Step outside, and if it is not 
still to be seen, I am positive your ears may yet hear 
the rattle of its passage.*' 

"A good idea, too,*' declared the major, and in 
another minute the three comrades stood beyond the 
portal listening. 

"Ah! I can hear it easily, and judging from the 
sound, I should say it was a ramshackle old vehicle. 
They will be lucky not to have a breakdown on the 
road. See here, Antonio, we, too, wish to go to Vee- 
chio— it is deeply important that we should arrive 
soon after those three men. Now, how shall we get 
there?** 
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The courier looked up and down the squai^e. 

Not a carriage of any description was in sight, a 
most unusual occurrence. 

Antonio swore in his mother tongue. 

* There is only one thing to be done in the emer- 
gency—that is to start and walk, excellency. At any 
moment we may a vehicle discover, into which we 
shall enter then, and so much time gain. Is it so, not?" 

**Just what I would have proposed, Antonio. I^ead 
oflF like a good fellow, and bring us to the office of the 
cemetery with as little delay as possible." 

So said the major, and, as if inspired by the same 
thought the three began hurrying along the street, 
Antonio constantly on the watch for a vehicle of 
some sort. 

Evidently cabs were not in such general use in 
Naples as in London, or even New York, for they 
went a distance almost equivalent to two blocks be- 
fore discovering the object for which they were 
looking. 

The driver, in response to Antonio's shout, pulled 
up short, and our friends, without wasting a second, 
began bundling inside of the rather gorgeous vehicle. 

Both Hugh and the major had snugly ensconced 
themselves when Antonio appeared at the still open 
door, trouble written on his olive face. 

"Step in, Antonio," chirped the major, cheer- 
fully, ''loads of room here." 
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''Alas, signers, we are in hard luck," groaned tke 
courier, disconsolately. 

"What now— has the beggar refused to budge with- 
out his pay in advance! Bah! here is a ducat— two of 
them. Tell him to whip his horses— that it is a matter 
of life and death!" 

"Excellency, it is not that. This carriage it may 
not be hired." 

"What, already engaged? Come, I will find another 
couple of coins and buy the old trap. We must pro- 
ceed at any cost." 

"You do not understand, general— this vehicle is 
not a public conveyance; it is private." 

"Belonging to whom?" demanded the major. 

"He says the Duke of Padua, signer." 

The soldier's face assumed a cunning expression. 

"What! the Duke of Padua— one of my most inti- 
mate associates? Tell the rascal so, and that if he 
does not take us to the cemetery as fast as horseflesh 
can drag this old chariot, I will complain to my 
friend the Duke, and have him kicked from his 
place inside of six hours!" 

"It shall be done, excellency," grinned the courier, 
guessing the nature of the trick. 

"Stop, Antonio. Do you mount beside him on the 
box, and see that he plays us no miserable game. And, 
while you are about it, slip one of these ducats into 
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his hand to quiet any qualms of conscience he might 
endure.'* 

Antonio closed the carriage door. 

He could be heard addressing the driver in his 
aggressive manner— the fellow's responses were at 
first rebellious, but gradually they grew less belli- 
cose, and at length the war was over— the ducat had 
changed hands. 

The ducal chariot made a lunge— their speed in- 
creased, and both Hugh and the major were kept 
busy in the effort at maintaining an upright position. 
For one second they would be hanging on to the star- 
board window, and the next upheaval would send 
them to port 

At any rate, they were making good progress, and 
that pleasing feature covered a multitude of sins. 

When a breathing space was reached, as a better 
piece of road presented itself, Hugh took occasion to 
remark: 

"We were in great luck, major." 

**Well, yes; I suppose so," replied the soldier, a 
trifle dubiously, as he rubbed his barked shins with 
both hands, and kept himself on the alert for some 
new plunge of the wonderful chariot. 

'^ It is a good thing to have an acquaintance among 
the nobility— one never knows to what use he may 
put his friends until such an occasion as this arises/' 
piu^sued Allan. , 
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''Quite correct, my dear boy," chimed in Green. 

''Bj'- the way, major, how long have you and the 
Duke of Padua been on intimate terms?'' 

The soldier chuckled audibly. 

"I think for about three— er— minutes, my dear 
fellow— one of the warmest friends he has, I imagine 
—at any rate, he is apt to consign me to a torrid coun- 
try if ever he hears how I have monopolised his 
ducal carriage," returned the major, solemnly. 

''I thought as much," said the Bohemian, who had 
been immensely amused by the manner in which his 
comrade had engineered the affair. 

The plunging being again resumed prevented fur- 
ther conversation, and they devoted their whole at- 
tention to the serious business of avoiding sundry 
bruises. 

Such was the speed with which the ducal driver 
carried them along over the wretched streets, that 
there were times when the Bohemian was ready to 
make an even wager they would not reach their des- 
tination save in fractions. 

But sometimes a little cherub aloft seems to watch 
over reckless individuals and diiinken men— it was 
at least so in this particular case, for though well 
tossed about under such novel massage treatment, 
they met with no disaster, thanks to the heavy build 
of the Padua chariot. 

''Ah!" said Major Leonidas Green, as these wild 
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lurchings came to a sudden stop, allowing him tq 
thrust his head out of the window, "we have arrived 
at our destination, my dear boy. Are you still in 
the land of the living, or has the last breath been 
poimded from your body?" 

The Bohemian had received the bulky form of his 
English fellow-traveller in his lap more than once 
during the ride, but he was able to crawl out of the 
open door and stretch himself with mental thanks- 
giving that the awful ride was a thing of the past. 

Antonio had already crawled down from the box, 
where he had been clinging like a shipwrecked mari- 
ner to a floating mast. 

'Ter Bacco! we have done it, and yet live!" he 
said, with fervent gratitude. 

*Tell the driver to present the compliments of 
Loni Granville Moody to his illustrious master and 
thank him for the lift," the soldier did not forget to 
remark. 

This being done, the ducal coach went lumbering 
away, and left the trio in front of the Campo Santo 
Vecchio. 

A little further along the street they beheld a ve- 
hicle, with the driver rubbing down his sweating horse. 

**Do you recognize the outfit, Antonio^" asked the 
major, nodding in that quarter. 

'*Si, excellency; it is the same that stood in front of 
the hotel." 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



80 ^ AAR aimsTsn. 

''Then that point is settled— they have arrived.** 

''And are in the building," added Hugh, anxiously. 

"Very true; but do not worry. It will take them 
some little time to make the transfer. Meanwhile, 
w^ need not be standing idle. Antonio, we desire to 
enter here, and depend on you to see that we get in 
without delay.'* 

"Easily done, signors. A few francs judiciously be- 
stowed will accomplish wonders in a place like this." 

Wise Antonio! The silver pieces fell into his hand 
immediately. 

They advanced to the dour, and Antonio, who had 
been here before, beat a summons with the knocker al- 
most loud enough to arouse the dead who slept within. 

A head, surmounted by a shock of hair, made its 
appearance at a wicket, and a gruff voice demanded 
in Italian what was their object in seeking admission 
to the city of the dead aftei* the regulation hour had 
expired. 

The courier advanced to parley, and as a peculiar 
jingling sound was heard, it was evident the silver 
francs were changing base. 

Like oil on troubled waters, the new aspect of the 
case affected Cerberus. He lost all his ferocity, and 
most humbly threw open the door, begging them to 
enter. 

This they did quickly enough, for much depended 
upon the result of their visit. 
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SIXTY DUCATS ALMOST WIN THE PRIZE. 

It was with a peculiar sensation that Hugh Allan 
found himself inside the walls of Campo Santo Vec- 
chio. 

What little he had heard of the Neapolitan ceme- 
tery for the poor had been of rather a revolting or- 
der. This tossing the dead into a cell each day^ where 
the quicklime would make away with them long be- 
fore the twelve months rolled around 'ere the same 
receptacle was opened again, seemed something on a 
par with the Towers of Silence at Bombay, or the 
Tomb of Despair near Teheran, in Persia, places of 
burial used by the Goiebers, or fire worshippers, 
where the dead are devoured by a flock of vultures 
kept for the purpose, and their bones destroyed with 
quicklime. 

Thus far, however, he had discovered nothing that 
was at all out of the way, and although he sniffed the 
air suspiciously, there was certainly not the slightest 
reason for oomplaint. 

Cerberus, rendered extremely courteous through 
the magical use of a base metal, upon learning that 
they desired to see the keeper of the records without 
delay, deserted his post and begged them to follow. 
6 (81) 
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It chanced that the o(Bce was at some little dis- 
tance from the door through which they had gained 
entrance to the cemetery. 

The doorkeeper preceded them with a lantern, and 
his heavy shoes made a clicking upon the stone tiling 
that sounded almost ghostly under such peculiar con- 
ditions. 

A light on one side attracted their attention to 
where some men were working with shovels. 

^'Getting the cell ready for to-morrow's dead/' re- 
marked the major, calmly. Nothing appeared to 
give him a shudder, since he had seen such strange 
things during his roving life, and had nerves of steel. 

The Bohemian sent more than one curious and half- 
horrified glance in the direction of the grim grave- 
diggers, while in his mind he was considering the 
unique methods in vogue the world over for dis- 
posing of those whose spirits have left the body. 

Cerberus opened a door and usliered them into an 
anteroom, when, believing he had earned the cUmceur 
which reposed in his pocket, he left them to their 
own devices. 

They were well able to look after themselves. 

The anteroom was dimly lighted, but at the other 
end a half -open door gave them a glimpse of a large 
apartment beyond. 

This seemed to be used as a repository for such 
articles as might lead to the identification of the un* 
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known dead brought to the charnel-house for burial. 

It was a singular apartment, with one side made up 
of little drawers, lettered and numbered. In the 
middle was a table. A large desk occupied one cor- 
ner, and a chandelier suspended from the ceiling 
afforded illumination. 

This room now held a great attraction for our trio 
of friends, since a number of persons could be seen 
in it. 

First of all, there was the registrar, an old man, 
who had been in charge of the Campo Santo Vecchio 
these many years, and whose memory must be well 
stored with the various remarkable things that oc- 
curred from time to time within the confines of those 
dull walls, where no soimd of merriment was known 
to exist. 

One of his companions was a tall American, with 
an air of distinction that would have become a nabob; 
a second a dapper Gaul, voluble, shrewd, and with a 
good eye for profit as well as safety, while the re- 
maining member of the party might have been a 
Spaniard, so dark was his complexion. 

Peru claimed him for an imworthy son, and in 
times past he had taken quite a prominent part in 
some of the various desperate insurrections with 
which the land of the Incas had periodically been 
racked. 

They were a picturesque group, this trio of fellows 
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united in an unholy conspiracy against the Briton, 
bound together by that amazing cement which brings 
strange antipodes in conjunction— greed of gain. 

When the soldier's eye fell upon them he smiled in 
a comfortable way, and there was reason for his sat- 
isfied frame of mind, inasmuch as he learned through 
one look that they were in good time. 

The aged custodian of the books chanced to be a 
man of some verbosity, and it was utterly impossible 
for him to accomplish even such a little task as this 
without resource to his weakness. 

Hence, he took occasion to relate several little 
stories connected with the finding of remarkable 
things on the persons of unknown bodies brought to 
the cemetery for interment, and even laughed at 
some of his own jokes, while the impatient trio, eager 
to fasten their hands on the all-important document, 
looked as though they would take the keenest satis- 
faction in wringing the garrulous old gentleman's 
neck if it were not for the legal penalty involved, 
and the possibility that some time they might be sent 
here by the public executioner to be interred with 
that day's list of poverty-stricken dead. 

When the major discovered how he was really in- 
debted to the venerable keeper of records for the 
fact that the paper had not yet been placed in the 
hands of the plotting trio, he figuratively raised his 
hands above that worthy and bestowed a mental 
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blessing on his head, calling down the favour of Hea- 
ven on himy and on his descendants unto tiie third 
generation. 

The country .was safe! 

Now that they were on hand to prevent such a 
cataatrophe, it would be profitable to wager ten to 
one such a transfer would not be accomplished. 

The worthy director was speaking, and in the TSmg- 
lish language, too, for he was a linguist in his way, 
though having few opportunities to practise his ac- 
complishments, since most of his callers were inani- 
mate objects when they reached his institution. 

'^As I was saying, signers, that was the most re- 
markable case of all, and the marquis was so delighted 
to recover the little trinkets, even though he had 
lost his son, that he had many masses said for the re- 
pose of his soul, and while we are not supposed to ask 
for any fee in connection with our sacred calling, his 
gratitude was so great that he forced me to accept 
twenty ducats as a slight token of his gratitude." 

Ye Gods! forced the poor man to accept a snug 
little sum and against his will, too, if one could judge 
from his tone— it was positively painful, and uncon- 
sciously three hands groped for as many pockets in 
search of fugitive gold pieces. 

The worthy keeper of records did not make any 
haste— he wished their impatience to grow, and the 
seed he had sown to take root. 
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"Let me see— what number did I say? Was it three 
thousand and seven? Here is the box, and we will 
open it, although I have an idea it was seventeen. 
Ah! a woman's dress and shawl! This is not the com- 
partment, signors, so let us move on to seventeen, 
which I now unlock. Here we have some garments. 
It was a man, you see, and this card, what does it 
state? The party was a young man, apparently a 
Greek. Not the person you seek, signors. I feared 
it. We must go further, for it is three thousand and 
seventy, I do not question." 

So he kept piling on the agony— the sly old dog- 
realising that all the while his customers were grow- 
ing restless and ready to drop a larger contribution 
into his coflFers when finally satisfied, for he had all 
along believed that these three men laid immense 
value upon the paper that was found upon the old 
sailor when he had been brought to Campo Santo 
Vecchio. 

By the time they stood in front of the row contain- 
ing the required number they had arrived at a point 
close to the partly-open door. 

Although Major Green, had he chosen, could have 
leaned forward and touched the elbows of the con- 
spirators, against whom he was pitting his powers, 
the latter individuals had no means of knowing how 
close they were to the man they hoped to outwit, for 
our friends had exercised great caution about reveal 
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ing their proximity, being desirous of springing a 
surprise upon the trio. 

Continuing to let his visitors understand what a 
favour he could do for those who took the trouble to 
make a friend of him, the aged recorder opened the 
box, which he doubtless knew to be the right one all 
along. 

''Aha! what have we here? These seem to be more 
like the garments of a sailorman. Gentlemen all, if 
you will kindly stand back I will empty the drawer 
on the table. Thus, you see, here are garments, shoes, 
and little trinkets such as loved ones value above the 
price of rubies. What are a score of ducats in com- 
parison to this knife, which a beloved parent has 
carried for years, or this silver timepiece, faithful 
mentor of many a lonely watch at sea? Yes, here is 
a card. 

''The name of this poor man appeared to be Caleb 
Griswold, and he was from America. 

"Is this the right box, signers?'' 

"Unquestionably so; but is that all it contains, sig- 
ner?" asked the American, hoarsely, surveying the 
clothes with a frown, and the trinkets as though he 
would not give a dozen piastres for a bushel of sucli 
holy mementoes. 

"All, signer, on my honour— no, I am mistaken, as 
I had not noticed this paper lying close along the 
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side. It appears to be covered with hieroglyphics, 
and is, I presume, of no value." 

The three men, as one, uttered a cry, while their 
eyes were glued eagerly on the lost chart. 

Of no value— that precious document which they 
had come thousands of miles to secure— it was with 
eager eyes and suspended breath that they glued 
their eyes upon the paper. 

'^Whether it is worthless or not, it was a part of 
our old friend's possessions, and we will be pleased 
to take charge of everything,'' said the tall man, 
with true Yankee cunning, desirous of pulling the 
wool over the eyes of the registrar, and making him 
believe their visit was only induced by purely 
philanthropical motive. 

He might have spared himself the trouble. 

The official in charge of Campo Santo Vecchio was 
a student of human nature, whose one great delight 
it was to read his fellow-creatures whenever the 
opportunity oflfered. 

He knew, just as well as though they had informed 
him in so many words, that this trio of foreigners, 
who called upon him for the relics found upon the 
unfortunate sea-captain, were influenced by a greed 
of gain rather than any friendship for the departed. 

This paper covered with hieroglyphics no doubt 
was the one thing they sought. 

True, it had been all Greek to him when he had 
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attempted to study it out before, since the key was 
lacking; but he had no doubt it was a most valuable 
piece of paper. 

So he mentally calculated on a better price than 
he had anticipated. 

His method of milking his customers proved his 
shrewdness. 

'* You understand, gentlemen, that ordinarily there 
is considerable red tape to be disposed of before 
relics left by unfortunates may be turned over to 
those who claim them," he said, slowly folding the 
paper upon which all eyes were glued, as though 
about to place it in his pocket. 

"Red tape!" echoed the American, jingling some 
gold coins in his hands, as though he believed the 
magical sound would cause a revolution in the old 
gentleman's mind. 

"/Sticre/" growled the French officer. 

The Peruvian general also muttered something 
under his breath indicative of alarm, for red tape 
was an abomination they could hardly submit to, 
with Major Leonidas Green in Naples, hot upon the 
scent of the old sea-dog's legacy. 

**It is only right— you yourselves must admit the 
fact. What if anyone had sauntered into this sacred 
place and demanded what the party left who fell 
dead in the streets of Naples. Long ago we learned 
one great fact— that there are unprincipled rogues in 
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this wretched world/' continued the calm registrar^ 

"Rogues— signer^ explain.'^ 

''In order to prevent mistakes we have adopted a 
method which in times past has worked very smoothly. 
We are naturally pleased, and I must confess that 
since that time no complaints have been entered.'^ 

''Tell us what the necessities of this system are." 

"With pleasure, gentlemen. In my office are blank 
forms which must be filled in. These describe the 
unfortunate party and explain the nature of the 
claim. When this claim has been passed upon by the 
Board of Commissioners, if allowed, the relics are 
turned over." 

"And how often does this board sit?" 

"Weekly." 

"When does the next meeting occur?" 

"In two days." 

The three men looked blankly at each other, and 
the Peruvian let his hand steal backwards as if in 
search of a weapon, his wolfish eyes fastened upon 
the paper in the grasp of the aged registrar, who 
spoke English like a native of High Holbom. 

It was the American member of the triumvirate 
who came to the rescue, saying quietly: 

"A remarkably good plan it is, too, and perhaps 
we can be thankful for it. But just now time is an 
important factor with us. We have engaged passage 
on a steamer that sails in forty-eight hours. Then 
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we must leave our old friend's last wishes unful- 
filled—or else make diflFerent arrangements." 

"Just so, signor, and I am ready to assist you to the 
extent of my ability, "declared the wise old registrar. 

'Tardon me, but was there no exception made to 
this rule. No authority given to you covering such a 
case as this?" 

The registrar smiled. 

His grip tightened. 

*'Yes, it is so. The Minister of Police, of course, 
has supreme authority in such matters, and if you 
brought me an order from him for the relics I could 
not refuse to obey. Then, again, the power is vested 
in me to determine under certain conditions, like 
the present." 

"Sir, you relieve our apprehensions immensely. 
We shall be able to carry out our sacred mission and 
not lose our steamer. You spoke of a score of ducats 
—see, each of us has that in his hand. They are for 
your trouble— your zealous guardianship of this holy 
trust. We place them upon the table in one, two, 
three piles. Now, signor, the paper, please. It is a 
bargain. That document is the bride— I am the 
bridegroom— it is sacrilege to keep us asunder." 

The registrar's eyes glistened as he saw the gold, 
and he was in the act of stepping forward to throw 
the paper on the table when a loud voice exclaimed: 

'*Stay! I forbid the banns!" 
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BOOK TWO. 

ATX FOR LOVB AND THE WORLD WELL LOST. 



CHAPTER IX. 
SOKE OTHER DAY. 

The aged custodian of the strange Neapolitan ceme* 
tery had one covetous hand extended towards the 
three little heaps of seductive ducats when that stem 
voice reached his ear. 

Somehow the interruption seemed to freeze him in 
that position^ and turning his head he saw several 
strangers file into the room where the records were 
kept. 

The conspirators, baffled just in the moment of 
triumph, glared at the intruders with the look of men 
who could send shafts of death from their malignant 
eyes. 

Major Green, as nonchalant and smiling as ever, 
moved straight forward until he had planted his six- 
feet-two alongside the registrar, and then he knew 
the paper was safe, for to snatch it from the custody 
of the old man they would have to pass him, and 
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wait no longer. You have possession of our prop- 
erty. See, the payment lies on the table.'* 

Ah! /onr piles of ducats where three had formerly 
been. The last straw seemed to break the camel's 
back. 

*'In cases of this kind, gentlemen, you will under- 
stand that priority of claim has much to do with the 
judgment." 

"The document might be worth one hundred ducats 
to me,*' interrupted Major Green, quietly. 

*'A heavy responsibility rests upon me in settling 
this matter. Of course when a gentleman comes 
bearing undisputed documents that stamp him the 
true heir of the deceased, I am constrained to lean 
towards his claim." 

* 'Signer, notice that there are seven piles of ducats 
on the table, each containing twenty pieces. Do not 
delay longer, but hand us our property," growled 
the American, holding back his two hot-tempered co- 
conspirators, who seemed anxious to precipitate them- 
selves upon the wily Italian, and wrest the paper 
from his grasp. 

The covetous eyes of the registrar gleamed; it was 
a noble fortune to receive for a mere bagatelle. Like 
the fickle weather vane, he veered with each change 
of wind. 

''Allow me one moment's thought, and I will de- 
cide what my solemn duty is in the premises." 
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He seemed wrapped in thought, but his keen orbs 
were fastened upon the major, as though this desire 
for consideration were but a shrewd device calcu- 
lated to give the soldier time for a raise in the bid. 

But Major Green remained mute. 

The registrar raised his head. 

"Well," demanded the American, while his two 
companions held their breath and continued to watch 
the official most intently. 

"I have decided, senors.'* 

"To what effect?'' 

"That it is my duty under the premises to hand 
over the paper to the party who made the first de- 
mand upon me." 

The conspirators smiled broadly. 

"Would two hundred ducats cause you to change 
your mind?" asked Green. 

The registrar shot him a quick glance; he saw the 
contemptuous expression on the soldier's face, and 
seemed to divine that he did not really mean to make 
such a bona-fide offer. 

So he drew himself up with a sudden dignity. 

"Signer, I am above being bribed," he said, "and 
besides, it is too late." 

"You are mistaken—it is not too late." 

"I have given my word to these parties." 

"Pardon me, then you will have to break it." 

^'Signor, such assurance will not aid your cause.'! 
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**But something else may. A short time ago I heard 
you declare that, outside of your own powers in the 
case and that of the Commission, there was one who 
spoke but to be obeyed.'* 

"The Minister of Police," murmured the registrar, 
turning pale. 

'^Exactly. Be pleased to cast your eye oyer this 
document and tell me what you will do." 

The major tossed a paper he had taken from his 
pocket upon the table. 

As the Italian bent over it, they could see he was 
trembling as with the ague. 

He uttered an exclamation. 

** You hare read?" demanded the Briton. 

*'Si, signer." 

**It is from the Minister of Police?" 

"I recognise it." 

"Ordering you to hand to the bearer the relics 
found upon the person of the old sailor, Captain Gris- 
wold, upon pain of his severe displeasure." 

The old fellow gave one despairing sweep of his 
covetous eyes in the direction of the seven golden 
pyramids upon the table and groaned. 

"What you say is quite true," he sighed. 

"You dare not hand that document over. We have 
become the possessors, and if these fellows want it, 
let them go to law about it," said the American^ ad- 
vancing a step. ^ 
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Like a flash,, weapons had been drawn on both sides, 
and the newspaper man coiild not but admire the 
sturdy manner in which Green faced his three foes. 

Were they twenty, his lion-like spirit would not 
have quailed before the threatening storm. 

"By the virtue of my claim, and the order from 
the Minister of Police, that document belongs to me, 
and I stand ready to defend my right, if to do so I 
have to introduce several bodies into the new cell 
opened in this place for to-morrow's dead," said the 
soldier of fortune. 

His manner was firm, his smile just as free from 
concern as ever. 

Those who saw him knew he was a stranger to fear, 
and they liked not the idea of tackling such a cus- 
tomer. 

Still the game of **bluflf" was not exhausted. 

^'Deliver it to him on your peril, sir!'' roared the 
bellicose American, in a voice not unlike the bellow 
of a bull. 

The wretched registrar, turning from one to the 
other, and trembling like an aspen leaf, had but one 
resource. 

"Gentlemen, count me out of this, please.'^ 

As he spoke he let the paper drop, and sought 
refuge in flight— evidently the space between two 
hostile factions was not to his fancy. 

Fortune favored Leonidas Green— fortune had been 
7 
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partial to him on many previous occasions— the fickle 
goddess loves to shower her favours upon the brave. 

As the precious paper fell from the hand of the 
keeper of records, it fluttered down to the floor, and 
some unnoticed draught caused it to alight within a 
yard of the major^s feet. 

The American, with an ejaculation, darted forward 
to snatch it up, but ere he could lay a hand upon it^ 
the heavy boot of the military giant had been planted 
on the paper. 

It was safe! 

The man did not live who could pluck it from 
under that foot with impunity. 

Finding his move checkmated, the American looked 
up, black with anger. 

"Take your foot from my property, sir!'' he ex- 
claimed, furiously. 

**I shall liave it on your neck if you go any further 
in this business," retorted the other, in his exasper- 
atingly cool way. 

As if by accident, his revolver covered the man 
crouching on the floor; the eyes of the other saw that 
the hammer was set, and the soldier's finger on the 
trigger. 

There is something peculiarly nervous in the con- 
sciousness that one is separated from eternity only 
by the whim of a finger. 

xt is not pleasant. 
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One little twitch, and a lease on life has ezpiredi 
another soul gone to judgment. 

The American, still keeping his eye fixed on the 
ready repeater, moved back a step, but his aotion 
was 60 similar to the manner of a tiger preparing to 
spring that Green kept him covered, and was con- 
strained to give him friendly warning. 

'^Don't do it, my dear fellow. I have shot tigers 
on the jump, and I honestly assure you it would be 
an easy matter for me to bore you through and 
through while you were on the move.'* 

His confident manner^ even more than what he 
said, convinced the other that, although the chance 
remained open, in all probability, if he made the 
venture, the vaults of Campo Santo Vecchio would 
claim him soon after. 

He was a shrewd as well as a daring man. 

The game could not be called lost because the first 
round was decided against them. 

It was a long voyage to Peru, and a thousand dan- 
gers must face the bold treasure-seekers ere they 
unearthed the long-lost spoils which had, centuries 
ago, been hidden from the avaricious Spanish con- 
queror, Pizarro. 

Yes, better to live and scheme, with a chance of 
ultimate success, than to take desperate odds at pres- 
ent, and lose alL 
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So the American, who seemed to occupy the posi* 
tion of leader, turned sullenly to his companions. 

The French soldier and the dark-skinned Peruvian 
leader of insurrections had exhibited a burning de- 
sire to throw themselves into the breach some few 
minutes previous; but, strange to say, their enthu- 
siasm seemed to have run out when they saw that 
Hugh Allan had produced the mate to the weapon 
held by the major, and gave every indication of be- 
ing ready to use it. 

"Are you satisfied?'* asked the major, grimly. 

"For the present— yes, "and the schemer addressed 
himself to the task of pocketing the several piles of 
ducats, each disappearance being greeted with a hol- 
low groan from the quarter in which the wretched 
registrar had vanished. 

This operation completed, the lank American again 
turned upon the soldier, who, taking advantage of 
the opportunity, had stooped and possessed himself of 
the sea-captain's scroll, which he dexterously se- 
creted in an interior pocket. 

"You are Major Green, I reckon. Well, you have 
beaten us in the preliminary round, but don't crow 
yet, major— don't crow. You ain't out of the woods. 
We've come a long way to get that paper, and we 
mean to have the treasure, if blood flows like water." 

"It will be your blood, my reckless friend, if such 
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a thing happens. We are satisfied as the case stands. 
Perhaps, sooner or later, we may take a trip to 
Peru. That the future will decide. Suppose you rid 
us of your company just now?" 

The major meant it. There was a ring to his voice 
they had not noticed before^ a glitter in his keen 
blue eyes that foreboded trouble. 

The American had seen terrible storms sweep oyer 
the western plains of his native land, and was able to 
read the unmistakable signs that portended the com- 
ing of a cyclone in human nature. 

He moved back towards the door. 

"Until we meet again, my hearties, good-bye," 
were his last mocking words, and from his manner 
Hugh Allan knew full well they had to do with a 
man who would never give up a cherished object 
while he remained in possession of his mental and 
physical faciilies. 

Never mind! they had won the first fall, and dis- 
covered that their powers were at least on a par with 
those of the enemy— unless, too much confidence 
brought sudden disaster, they might expect to outwit 
those who opposed them. 

Major Green called to the registrar, who made his 
appearance. He was an abject sight—the golden op- 
portunity of his life had faded— never again would 
the relics found upon a poor wretch sent to Campo 
Santo Vecchio arouse so keen a competition that the 
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bargaining would reach the sum of seven piles of 
duoats, each numbering twenty. 

Wretched fate— he felt like plunging into the newly- 
opened sepulchre intended for the next day's un- 
fortunates, and ending his woes; but after all life is 
sweet, and there were a few pleasures still remain- 
ing. 

"Ah, signer! I am delighted to see that you re- 
main master of the field. It is needless to explain 
how clear your claim seemed to me. Kindly tell the 
Minister of Police that there were not ducats enough 
in Naples to tempt me to cross his august will.'' 

Then the ancient sexton made a servile bow, and 
extending his hand, muttered words of profound 
gratitude, for the major, feeling in a particularly 
gracious himiour after his neat victory over the 
arch-plotters, had flipped him a single ducat— what a 
fall there was, my countrymen— and he seized it as 
eagerly as a himgry mastiff catches a bone in mid 
air. 

''Come, let us leave this vale of shadows. There is 
a peculiarly creeping sensation all over my body so 
long as we remain here," remarked the major, and 
the Canadian was bound to admit that he had known 
places more cheerful. 

So they bade Campo Santo Vecchio, weird tomb of 
the wretched poor of Naples, a hasty farewell. 
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CHAPTER X. 

CATCHING A WEASEL ASLEEP. 

The air certainly seemed sweeter when they had 
passed beyond the portals of the Neapolitan ceme- 
tery, and found themselves once more under the tur- 
quoise Italian sky. 

Hugh glanced warily about, for he had an idea the 
three unscrupulous conspirators might linger near, 
as did Mary's little lamb, only inspired by a differ- 
ent motive. 

Major Green looked down the street as soon as 
they reached the outside. 

"Notice that their vehicle has vanished," he re- 
marked; '^I take that as a pretty good sign that our 
friends have decamped. Nevertheless, we will keep 
our wits about us." 

Hugh turned this way and that. 

**What are you looking for, my dear boy?'* 

'^Another ducal chariot." 

Green laughed heartily. 

'*Ah! that were fortune far too rare. I fear we will 
have to exercise our legs this time. What does An- 
tonio remark?" 

The courier confessed that he had nothing of an 
encouraging nature to answer, since it would be a 
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piece of luck if they could run across a vehicle of 
any sort. 

They speedily left the gloomy walls of Campo Santo 
Vecchio behind. 

Green was not hilarious, but he evidently felt in 
fine fettle over the good fortune that had befallen 
them. 

Now he gently whistled a bar or two from the 
opera, then hummed the latest topical song, which 
happened to be '^Comrades/' and anon slapped the 
newspaper man on the back, exclaiming: 

''This is a jolly good streak, and no mistake, my 
boy. We've got it, d'ye mind, safe and sound, and 
I'm bound to believe this night's work is an augury 
of ultimate success. Think of it, Allan— there's mil- 
lions in it, as your old Colonel Sellars used to say." 

And Hugh, almost gasping for breath after such 
boisterous treatment, would gravely shake hands 
with him/ and reiterate his hope that the expectations 
of the soldier might turn out true. 

He was in reality worrying his head about other 
things just then— the strange actions of the fair girl 
who confessed her love for him and yet declared she 
had fled to save him humiliation and pain. 

She had promised to write that which her lips 
dared not speak— to send it to his hotel,— in a few 
hours, then, he would know the worst; he could not 
guess what it might mean, and vague, phantom-like 
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Tagaries flitted through his mind which he vainly 
endeavoured to dispel. 

One fact he hugged to his heart, and it gave him 
much encouragement— she had promised that if, after 
he knew all, he was of the same mind, she would fly 
with him. 

Could anything under Heaven change him? 

He was unable to imagine it. 

That night those arms had enfolded her to his de- 
voted heart— those lips snatched sweet kisses from 
hers, and felt the tender response of divine love— 
those ears heard her confess that more than ever she 
adored him. 

Then nothing under the blue arch of Heaven could 
separate them. 

This was why Hugh Allan seemed absent-minded 
while beside his new>made friend; and perhaps the 
Englishman understood something of the case, for he 
himself quieted down, and seemed to be busy with 
his thoughts. 

They were fortunate enough to run across a vehicle 
ere long. Antonio whistled to some effect, for the 
driver turned, and presently they rode, instead of 
walked. 

Thus the ''Grande Bretagne Hotel" loomed up be- 
fore them again. 

They separated for the night. 

^'I'm going to examine this chart at once, and see 
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what I can make of it/' announced the major, touch- 
ing his broad chest at a point where the paper lay 
snugly concealed. 

''I presume it is useless for me to utter a word of 
warning, but I'm positive those rascals' next move 
will be to steal the paper," remarked Hugh. 

As a newspaper man he had been thrown into con- 
tact with all classes of people, and was a pretty good 
judge of humanity. 

"Bless you, my boy, I'll look for it. Don't lose 
any sleep about me. I shall positively enjoy a bout 
with these schemers,'* laughed Green, and, judging 
from what he had already seen of the old fire-eater, 
Hugh was constrained to believe that what he said 
was true. 

Their apartments were not far removed. 

"Pleasant dreams, my boy— dreams of the happy 
future which I trust is ahead of you— a future on 
which love and fortune will smile. One-third to 
Eulalie, another for yourself, and the balance to an 
old rover yclept Green for short. It's no fairy story, 
but a stem reality, and I am sure you believe in it 
as thoroughly as myself," said the major, at parting. 

Hugh admitted the soft impeachment, and they 
separated. 

The newspaper man sat down for a last smoke, 
looked out of his window at the magnificent picture 
of Vesuvius rearing that rugged crown against the 
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heavens, and reviewed all the startling events of the 
night. 

They were full of promise, and in the delight of 
living over again these few minutes spent with his 
heart's idol, Hugh almost hugged himself with rapture. 

His plans were si>eedily arranged. First to take 
his promised wife from the convent, then a hasty 
marriage, flight in company with the gallant Eng- 
lishman, and a secret journey to the golden land of 
the Incas. 

He had in his professional life, doubtless, indulged 
in many a romance at six dollars a column for the 
paper with which he was connected; but never in his 
wildest dreams had he invented a bit of fiction that 
could hold a candle to the double event with which, 
on this night in Naples, he had become associated. 

Time passed. 

He was reminded by the utter collapse of his sec- 
ond cigar, and the ringing of the midnight bells from 
the magnificent Cathedrale Duomo, that if he ex 
pected to get any sleep at all he had better retire. 

So he threw himself upon the bed, having only re- 
moved his coat and shoes. 

Through the window came various sounds from 
near and far away, from city and harbour, which 
told that the citizens of Naples did not have any idea 
of toning down their merriment so long as the festi- 
val hours lasted. 
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At last Hugh dropped asleep. 

He dreamed— a pair of liquid eyes haunted his 
slumbers— several times he spoke aloud in his sleep, 
and once groaned dismally— that was when he saw 
Eulalie leaning from the top story of a burning 
castle, and he unable to go to her relief —he struggled 
with the desperation of despair, his bonds gave way, 
he made a dash into the whirling fire and smoke, 
there was a crash as the whole building fell, and 
then- 
He found himself sitting upon the bed, his fore- 
head covered with beads of perspiration, his fren- 
zied hands holding fast to the bedclothes. 

But what had aroused him? Surely that crash 
meant something, and now there were shouts in the 
passage close to his door— shouts that told of panic- 
stricken people. 

His first thought was that a part of his dream was 
about to come true— that the hotel must be on fire. 

The shouts increased. 

Hugh Allan was not the man to lose his head, if he 
was far up in a hotel not guaranteed to be fire-proof. 

It took him just about six seconds to pull on his " 
shoes and pick up his coat. 

As he pushed his arms into the sleeves of this latter 
garment, he crossed to the door, unlocked it, and 
stepped into the hallway. 

The sight that met his eyes was really a ridiculous 
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onei and had it not been for the serious possibilities 
involved, the newspaper-man would have felt inclined 
to burst into a laugh. As it was, he smiled broadly, 
and stowed the extraordinary spectacle away for 
future use— at six dollars a column. 

Words could not do justice to it— who may paint 
the odd features that spring into existence in a 
crowded hotel upon an alarm of fire— heads protruded 
from many doors, alarmed guests pranced up and 
down the hall frantic with fear, searching for a stair- 
way that positively refused to materialise— guests 
that were shockingly en deshabille^ since they had 
merely snatched up shawls or coats to throw over 
their nightrobes, and who persisted in shouting 
"Fire!" at the top of their lungs, though there 
was not a trace of smoke in the air. 

All the same, Hugh Allan acknowledged a curiosity 
to discover the cause of the colossal alarm. 

He had a grave suspicion. In his mind there 
seemed to ring the echo of a bull-like voice, bellow- 
ing out, either in fear or anger— the voice of the west- 
em cyclone, that American conspirator. 

This took him to the major, and he wondered why 
nothing was to be seen of the stalwart Briton in the 
haU. 

It would be easy to find out. 

In another moment he was at the door of his friend 
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— « door that was closed, despite the awful clamour- ^ 
the only one not ajar in the full length of that hall. 

This alone was a significant fact to Hugh, and \va 
jumped to the conclusion that his new friend must 
either be an extraordinarily heavy sleeper, or el»e 
he had a better knowledge of what caused all this 
rumpus than the rest of the hotel guests. 

Perhaps, in his long experience, the doughty war- 
rior had become so accustomed to hotel fires and like 
scenes of confusion that he could calmly turn over on 
the other side and resume his nap. 

Hugh realised that it would be utter folly attempt- 
ing to make himself heard by a gentle tap on the 
door, such was the confusion around. 

Consequently, he banged his knuckles against the 
panel with considerable force. 

"Enter!" roared a voice from within. 

He pushed open the door. 

The occupant of the room was discovered about 
half-dressed, seated in a chair. 

At sight of Allan he burst into a hearty British 
laugh, which convinced Hugh as to the correctness of 
his hazard. 

The major was guilty. 

*'Come," said Hugh, desirous of getting at the 
truth as speedily as possible, "what are you sitting 
here for, laughing, when the hotel is on fire, or else 
Vesuvius has been in eruption?" 
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Again the warrior laughed. 

He pushed a chair forward. 

**Sit down, my dear boy, and let us talk it over/' 

When it comes to coolness, a New York reporter 
takes second fiddle to no man, and so Allan dropped 
into the chair, leaning his arms across the back while 
he straddled. 

''Now, what does all this racket mean?" he de- 
manded, looking the other in the eye. 

"You ask me that— you, who rush in on me here, 
with the alarming intelligence that some dire ca- 
lamity is about to happen. By Jove! it seems to me 
the boot should be on the other leg!'' but the chuckle 
accompanying these words convinced Hugh he had 
made no mistake. 

"Because I am morally certain you have been the 
prime cause of all this fearful commotion," he as- 
serted, pointing his index finger at the Briton 
gravely. 

"There's that shrewd Yankee training again! 
Really, there's no hiding anything from you gentle- 
men of the press." 

"Ah! you waver— you are ready to confess! Abso- 
lution is certain if you make a clean breast of it. 
Now tell me why, in the dead hours of the night, 
while I am dreaming of rescuing Eulalie from a 
burning castle just as the whole affair falls in with a 
crash, I sit up in bed and hear a terror-stricken 
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bellow, reminding me of the shout that wild western 
conspirator gave vent to at Campo Santo Vecchio?'* 

"What! was it, then, so very familiar?" 

**I have so declared. You see, I suspected you 
from the very first!'* 

"It does your acumen credit. You should have 
been a barrister, my boy. Since the alarm out yon- 
der is abating, as they fail to discover the first 
symptoms of a conflagration, I am constrained to 
give you a brief but comprehensive account of how I 
received a mixed delegation in the early hours of the 
morning, and also dismissed them with my blessing." 
And as he spoke, the old warrior made a pantomimic 
movement with his right leg, as if to insinuate the 
style of their exit. 

"Do go on— I am consumed with curiosity," de- 
clared Allan, mechanically taking out his note-book 
and pencil. 

"Which is at least better than going up in the 
smoke of a burning hotel," quoth Green, "but, to get 
down to bed-rock, and the positive features of the 
case, you must understand that, two hours after leav- 
ing you, I turned in, all standing, as they say aboard 
ship— that is, I kicked off my shoes, removed my 
coat and curled up on this iron cot, which is just two 
inches short of my length. 

"I slept— I can do that under any conditions, as 
you will discover when you come to know me better; 
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but I am a light sleeper, and the movements of a cat 
in the room will often arouse me. 

''I was awakened by some one fumbling at the 
door, and I knew at once what it meant. 

''Then the door opened—these locks are but poor 
contrivances to keep intruders out, and I saw sev- 
eral dark shadows glide in, for some light crept 
through the window. 

"I made up my mind to have a little fun out of the 
business, and waited until I heard one whisper to 
another that he had found it, when I suddenly 
bounded off the cot and proceeded to demoralise the 
intruders. 

*'No matter how I did it, but I stampeded them in 
double-quick order. I would have given a fortune to 
have had my boots on when I launched the last fellow 
out of the door. As it is, I shall limp for a we#k, I 
verily believe. 

**When the Yankee— for it was that individual I 
sent flying— had given out that involuntary bellow, I 
closed my door, struck a light, and proceeded to as- 
certain the damages. 

''They had gone through my clothes, leaving my 
watch and money intact, but the card-case, in which 
you saw me place the captain's chart, had been spir- 
ited away.'* 
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CHAPTER XI. 

BIGAMY WITH ONE WlPa 

The newspaper man almost fell oflF his chair when 
he heard Major Green confess that the bold thieves 
had secured what they came after. 

**Then we are done for," he said, and as he noticed 
the grim smile on the countenance of his martial 
comrade, he added, cautiously— "that is, providing 
there was any tiling in the card-case." 

"It was not empty." 

"There was a paper in it?" 

"Too true," with mock solemnity. 

"The chart?" gasped Hugh, bending forward. 

"ul chart," leaning back to reach his case of cigara 
on the table. 

"Oh!" 

A light had broken upon the member of the press— 
his implicit faith and confidence in this remarkable 
man returned with greater force than ever/ 

"Help yourself, my dear boy." 

"Thanks, not at this uncanny hour. I shall hie away 
back to bed presently, and finish my dream about 
that burning castle. But tell me how you fixed it." 

"Oh! it was simple enough. I had two hours in 
which to accomplish it, you see." 

(114) 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAR aimSTBR 115 

"You drew up another chart?" 

*'Well, after a fashion. No doubt it is a bungling 
job, but as none of them have ever seen the original 
save in the hand of the registrar at the cemetery, 
there is a possibility that it may go through. Noth- 
ing lost, at any rate, while if successful, fancy those 
chaps setting out for old Peru on a false trail!'* 

They both laughed at this idea. 

''Tell me how you managed it, major?" 

**Well, you see, the first thing I did was to examine 
Captain Caleb's rough chart and get it fixed in my 
head, so that in case it was lost or destroyed I would 
have some chance of leading you to the hiding-place 
of the Inca's treasure-trove. 

''Then I began to figure out what the next move of 
the enemy might be— always a wise plan to adopt in 
military tactics. I must confess I had little idea they 
would open so early, but the thought struck me 
sooner or later they might attempt to rob me in the 
street. 

"It was to guard against this that I set to work and 
constructed a false chart, using some of the features 
on the original, but placing the mine at least forty 
leagues to the south of where it really lies. 

"When I had finished my work as a clumsy 
draughtsman, I exhausted my resources in making 
the paper appear as old and soiled as the one Captain 
Caleb carried around so long, and I must say that 
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when I got through there was a striking resemblance 
between them. 

^'So I hid away the origin^ly whiob you shall ex- 
amine at your leisure, and baited the trap with the 
counterfeit, never dreaming how soon the trick would 
pan out. So that's the story in a nut-shell. If I've 
dislocated a joint in that foot, it will prove a serious 
business for me." 

Hugh Allan was both amazed and pleased with the 
remarkable ^ne^^ exhibited by the soldier— he real- 
ised that Leonidas Green had not been a soldier of 
fortune in many ampaigns without imbibing con- 
siderable military shrewdness which would come 
into good play when opposed to the plots of the 
triumvirate who fought for a fortune. 

By this time the noise had entirely subsided, and 
discovering that it was a false alarm of fire, and that 
there really existed no chance of their being roasted 
alive, the lightly-clad guests who had pranced so 
madly up and down the corridor, with shawls or 
steamer-rugs or skirts thrown over their shoulders, 
retired in' confusion to their several dormitories. 
There were hurried calls for the hotel doctor, as 
cases of nervous prostration were numerous; but 
gradually peace was restored. 

Hugh, finding himself yawning, bade his singular 
friend once more good-night, and retired to finish his 
nap. 
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His confidence in Green had been immensely 
strengthened by the explanation of the latter^ and in 
this frame of mind he saw no reason why they should 
not win the game. 

There were no further alarms. 

The morning broke fair and calm. Old Vesuvius 
was still there, guarding the lovely Bay of Naples, 
the Castello del 'Ovo reared its grim walls above the 
rock jutting into the sea, and the fair city, built 
upon its terraces along the hillsides, awoke to another 
day. 

Hugh Allan began to think of his own affairs as h% 
dressed. 

The events of the preceding night were clearly 
impressed on his niind, but above all others stood out 
his strange interview with the on« who held his heart 
in thraldom. 

He reviewed it from beginning^ to end, every word 
and look and action, and when he had finished he was 
as completely in the dark as ever with regard to 
Eulalie's motive in seeking to bury herself in a sa> 
cred cloister, in order to save him from future 
misery. 

**There^s only one thing I can think of that at all 
covers the case,*' he concluded, after summing the 
matter up in a clever way that would have done jus- 
tice to a lawyer, **and it is this: At some time or 
other a member of her family has committed a crime 
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and been legally punished. Eulalie, hearing the 
story, has been overwhelmed. She speaks of the 
shame — of expiating another's guilt. 

**Well, what of it? Perhaps this criminal was her 
father, and he may even have been hanged for mur- 
der, so far as I can swear, though I had an idea he 
died in a railway accident. 

**It's all the same to me, anyhow. I'm not marry- 
ing the family, but Eulalie. No doubt if you went 
far back among my old Scotch ancestors, you would 
find Si)me one who, at least, deserved hanging, if they 
never got it. So long as Eulalie has done no wrong, 
and loves a fellow as poorly built by nature as I am, 
I don't care a penny what her ancestors were. That's 
my platform, and I stand on it." 

He was resolved that, no matter what her promised 
letter should contain, he would cai'iy her oflf that 
night, and during the morning, seeking advice from 
the major and Antonio, he made all preparations 
looking to such a termination of the adventure. 

It was in the afternoon that the letter came. 

He had not gone out after luncheon, because there 
was really nothing to do, and he had become a little 
anxious about the expected missive. 

She had seemed so confident that there would be no 
trouble in getting her message to him that Hugh be- 
gan to experience some curiosity as to the means to 
be employed. 
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When about half -past two he saw an old woman 
enter the caravansary > he watched her closely. 

She was garbed as a visiting sister, many of whom 
may be seen on the streets of Naples, as in other 
cities, soliciting alms for religious purposes, food for 
the hospitals, seeking the sick, and working for the 
cause. 

A minute later and she had glided up to him, being 
directed by the official at the desk. 

A sealed envelope was placed in his hands. The 
old sister accepted the bountiful douceur he dropped 
into her hand, muttered a few words of thanks in 
Italian, and hurried away. 

He wondered what influence Eulalie had upon the 
wretched old soul to induce her to act as a messenger 
in a case like this— surely it must be love that in- 
fluenced the woman— perhaps the girl had taken a 
hold upon her heart— kind words sometimes go far 
towards sowing the. seed that will repay a hundi*ed- 
fold. 

Hugh could refrain no longer from ascertaining 
what this strange secret of Eulalie might be, now 
that he had the opportunity of learning it in his 
hands. 

He could not bear the thought of reading her letter 
in such a public place, and stole up to his own room. 

Locking the door, he threw himself into the easiest 
chair in the room, drawn close to the open window, 
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Irom, whence one could look out upon the lovelieBt 
scene to be found upon the whole earth, but which 
ju8t then had no charms for Hugh Allan. 

V/ith fingers that trembled, in spite of his boasted 
nerve, he opened thn envelope and took out the en- 
closure. 

There were several sheets of paper, closely cov- 
ered with her well-known wiiting— how familiar it 
seemed to him— and some extracts from a newspaper. 

He first of all pressed the letter to his lips. 

"Before I read a line, I want to register this vow, 
that no matter what Eulalie may tell me here, my 
love for her cannot, will not change one iota. Yes, I 
swear that." 

Then he started to read. 

There is no reason why we should not do the same, 
in order to imderstand the singular motive that made 
a young girl, happy in her love, give up all and fly 
from her betrothed, in order to save him future 
wretchedness. 

This, then, was the missive Hugh read in the se- 
clusion of his room at the "Grande Bretagne:" 

"Dearest Hugh— As I solemnly promised, I shall 
now attempt to write you the secret of the terrible 
calamity that fell upon me without warning. To do 
so I am compelled to reveal the family skeleton, but 
it is only right that you, who have loved me so 
dearly, should know all. 
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^'Bemember that I knew nothing of this until re- 
oently, when it came upon me with a stunning em- 
phasis very, very cruel, and after mature delibera- 
tion I decided that my only course was to run away 
and pass out of your life. You have refused to abide 
by that decision, and I— all I ask now, my beloved, 
is that you weigh carefully this serious matter before 
you take another step; think of the future, our fu- 
ture, and may Grod guide you in making a wise de- 
cision. 

'^I fear you may imagine some such horror as in- 
sanity in the family, and that I have discovered the 
first insidious clutch of madness creeping over me, 
but let me assure you in the begiiming that such is 
not the case. 

''Shame has overwhelmed my family, but, thank 
heaven, no one is knowingly guilty. 

''Time and lack of space would not permit me to 
relate my feelings in the matter. I mean to give you 
just the cold, bare facts as they were forced upon me 
suddenly while you were in Chicago. 

"This account which I have pasted upon these 
pages was taken from a New York paper, and was 
written, not so much to give the case publicity as to 
excite comment upon an iniquitous law that remains 
unrepealed to this day, and through which the shame 
and disgrace has fallen upon us. I have no apology 
to make for the plain wording of this communication, 
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for the bitterness has eaten into my heart. Read for 
yourself, dear Hugh, and remember that my mother 
shielded me from much of the misery she was left to 
bear alone. Here is the account; perhaps you may 
even know the writer who signs himself W., as one of 
your fellow-workers on the New York press: 

" 'When Clarice Gardner married Charles Gris- 
wold, a buyer for a well-known house in the hard- 
ware business, everybody said that it was an excel- 
lent match for both of them. Miss Gardner was of 
the Pennsylvania family famous in our Revolu- 
tionary history. She had a small income of her 
own, to which she added by music lessons and play- 
ing the organ in a New York church. Her father 
and mother died while she was yet a child, her 
father's sister— her only aunt, a widow— when she 
was twenty-one. She was tall, stately, with all the 
pride and traditions, as well as the hereditary 
beauty, of the family, but with a nature behind the 
gentle dignity as sweet and gracious and loving as 
the most exacting husband could desire. Her aunt 
had reared and educated her, but for three years 
she had lived amongst strangers, and a home and a 
husband came as a crown to her sweet womanhood. 

" *She was twenty-four, and Griswold was twenty- 
nine when they stood before the altar-rails of the 
little Episcopalian church. Both had passed be- 
yond the illusions of youth on the subject of matri* 
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mony. Both had entered upon the contract soberly 
and deliberately, and with a full appreciation of its 
duties and responsibilities. If Hymen's torch did 
not bum with the fierceness of a, first lighting, it 
was yet with a steady glow, based upon mutual 
affection, respect, and esteem that promised better 
than the other to outlast the mutations of time. 

" 'Griswold honoured his wife above all created 
women. There was to her a gentle deference in 
his manner, a tone in his voice that no other woman 
or man had ever before heard from him. Up to his 
marriage he had been no better and no worse than 
the usual man of business— without sentiment, coarse 
at times, decidedly democratic and commonplace. 
After marriage there came into his whole conduct an 
indefinable something, which gradually developed, 
as the years passed, into a refinement of thought and 
speech, a regard for the feelings of others, which 
was soon remarked by his intimates. This was 
brought about by the double existence— the influ- 
ence of the home life, into which he admitted no 
rude touch of the outside business worry to enter, 

" 'Gradually this outside life itself became more 
and more in harmony with the other. That which at 
first was artificial became natural by acquirement, 
and he soon shunned the very things he formerly 
courted, simply because, as he thought, he had out- 
grown the taste for them. * 'Outgrown" was not the 
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word, but then he was a man, and men never know ot 
understand what they owe to women, whether the 
influence is consciously or unconsciously exercised. 

'* 'Mrs. Griswold's only near relative was her 
cousin, Henry Gardner. Although five years younger 
than she, he had conceived for her, while yet an 
infant, one of those sti^ngc, mad passions that last 
till (and usually end in tragic) death. It had been 
treated kindly by mother and cousin as a mere 
whim, a childish fancy! but her marriage certainly 
unhinged his mind for a time, if it did not perma- 
nently. Before the wedding he shipped on a bark 
bound for Pernambuco, and nothing was heard of 
him until a year after, when he returned very much 
changed. 

*' *Griswold obtained for Gardner a clerkship in 
the hardware firm, and tried to make him feel at 
home at his house. Mrs. Griswold had never men- 
tioned her cousin's previous infatuation to her hus- 
band, and, as he seemed cured, she never recalled 
it. But if it lay concealed it was as fierce as ever. 

** 'One day a very heavy buyer from Halifax, who 
had formed a strong liking for Griswold when the 
latter was on the road,'' came to New York on his 
first visit, and asked as a special favour that the 
hardware merchant should show him the dens of the 
lions. The request could not be refused. Gardner 
heard it made. At the lunch hour he visited a pri- 
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vate detective agency. For the next forty-eight 
hours of Griswold's life he was shadowed, and every 
sixty seconds accounted for. Gardner paid for the 
report and put it away in his desk. At his leisure 
he visited some of the places. Three months later 
Griswold was sent to Belgium and Germany on a 
special mission which meant hard work. Three 
days after he sailed Gardner took his tale to his 
cousin. In brief, it was that Griswold had not been 
faithful to her— that a siren had lured him from 
the path of honour. Mrs. Griswold treated it with 
icy contempt, and expressed her opinion of his 
treachery to his friend in a manner that forced his 
hand, and compelled him to recite all the proofs. 

*' *It is a clever plot, she said, but I know it is a 
tissue of lies. My husband shall not be met with it 
when he returns. He shall know you not only for 
the base knave that you are, but you shall be made 
powerless to give him a moment's annoyance, by 
conviction of criminal libel before he returns. 
Leave my house, and never speak to me again so 
long as you live. 

" *She went to an old and very eminent lawyer, an 
intimate personal friend of her husband, who had 
been also the friend and adviser of her aunt. He 
undertook a thorough investigation, hired detectives, 
and promised a complete vindication of Griswold. 
Gardner called upon him, gave him apparently his 
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whole case, and offered every facility to prove 
malice. Griswold's motive, his companion, the fact 
that it had been a survey of mankind from Mott 
Street to Harlem, and many other facts that would 
have placed a different phase upon the subject, 
were carefully concealed by Gardner, and not sus- 
pected by the lawyer, who was reluctantly com- 
pelled at last to put entire credence in Gardner's 
story, which was most diabolically and inexplicably 
mixed with truth and falsehood. 

'* ^Then he sent for Mrs.Griswold, and told her. She 
refused to accept it as true until she had gone with 
him over every circumstance, and every word of the 
testimony, doubting, questioning, scrutinising, sug- 
gesting motives. No hypothesis consistent with inno- 
cence was possible so far as the circumstances were 
known, and it was not in the nature of things that 
there were circumstances that would affect the con- 
clusion. She was not a fool. If she had been like 
the majority of women, with no more brains than 
an ostrich, she would have shut eyes and ears and 
refused to believe a word. But she was a sensible, 
clear-headed, logical woman. However painful the 
truth might be, she did not refuse to accept it. 

" * How the bitter blow, through what agony she 
passed, only those who have had some experience 
with such suffering can appreciate. But her pride 
sustained her, and she consented to an application 
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for divorce as a matter of duty. After cabling to her 
husband, *'I have applied for a divorce," she locked 
up the house, left the key with her lawyer, and hid 
herself among strangers. 

" 'Griswold returned immediately. The lawyer 
refused to reveal his wife's retreat or to hold any 
communication with him. The case was given to a 
referee, and Griswold, perplexed and amazed at the 
proceedings, which he did not understand, and could 
not find a motive for, sat and listened, as if in a 
dream, to the chain of circumstances round him, 
until the siren hired by Gardner to play a part and 
whom he had never before seen, was put upon the 
stand. Then he awoke to the fact that it was a con- 
spiracy, but it was too late. He made a gallant 
fight from that point, but the report of the referee 
was emphatic, and the Court granted the decree. 

** 'Gardner^s connection with the case had not ap- 
peared in the proceedings, and to him Griswold 
turned, without a suspicion of the hand that had 
dealt the blow. Not more than three weeks after 
the decree both men were bathing at Coney Island. 
Gardner was caught in the undertow, and the fright 
brought on cramp. Griswold, at the risk of his own 
life, kept the other up until a boat came. Both 
were rescued, thoroughly chilled and nearly uncon* 
scious, and for days after Gardner lay dying of 
pneumonia. Then he sent for his cousin's lawyer^ 
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and to him and Griswold gasped out the details of 
the plot, confessing that his ally was an adventuress 
about to leave the country, whom he had bribed to 
testify for a paltry hundred dollars. He did not 
ask for Griswold's forgiveness, but he wanted his 
cousin's. His prayers for them to send for her were 
pitiful, but in spite of their efforts even the conso- 
lation of seeing her was denied to him. 

" ' He had been dead for twenty minutes when 
the two stood facing one another from opposite sides 
of the bed, and the lawyer, with tears rolling down 
his cheek— of shame at the way he had been duped, 
as well as of sympathy with his friends— over the 
stiffening corpse explained the plot to Mrs. Griswold. 

** 'Three days after they were remarried in the 
same church, by the same clergyman, with the same 
witnesses. 

'* 'Years passed. A child had cursed the re-union. 
Griswold had prospered remarkably. One day he 
was brought home dead from a railroad collision. 

** 'There was no will. Mrs. Griswold applied for 
letters of administration, and her application was 
contested by the son of a cousin of the decedent. 
The case came before the Supreme Court of the 
State of New York. 

" 'The counsel for the cousin produced the evidence 
of the marriage and a certified copy of the divorce^ 
with its clause forbidding Griswold to remany. 
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** The counsel for Mrs. Griswold offered to prove 
the second marriage, The Court refused permission, 

** 'In the course of his remarks, delivering the judg- 
ment of the Court, the judge said: 

"T5y the undisputed facts, it appears that the 
decedent's wife had been di'^orced from him, and 
he had been forbidden to remarry, as the statute 
provides in every case where a divorce is granted. 
Really, the prohibition was not necessary, and merely 
in the nature of an instruction and friendly warning. 
He was still a married man, and incapable of enter- 
ing into any save an illegal and bigamous second 
marriage within the jurisdiction of this State. K 
any such ceremony was performed it was void. 
(See, -also, Moore v. Moore, City Court of Brooklyn, 
Neilfion, J.) 

" The wife and child were thus unable to inherit, 
having no legitimate claim. Every dollar's worth 
of Griswold's property was taken by the cousin, and 
the poor wife left with only a scanty allowance of 
her own. 

" Let no one rail at the words of the judge, or find 
fault with his interpretation of the law. He had no 
other course open to him. Though his language was 
almost brutal, it was accurate. Had Griswold been 
living he could have been indicted and convicted of 
bigamy. The refusal of the judge to permit proof of 
tha second marriage was an act of mercy^ for, had it 
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been oflfered, it would have been his duty to order 
Mrs. Griswold's arrest, and the district-attorney's lo 
have indicted her, under section 301 of the Criminal 
Code. Her piuiishment would have been five years 
imprisonment in Sing Sing, and a fine of one thousand 
dollars. He mercifully allowed her to go in peace, 
and spared her child the additional brand of the 
state prison. 

"Pew people will believe that this judge did not 
err in his law. But let the sceptic turn to the 
ninety-second volume of the New York Supreme 
Court Reports, page 146 (People v. Faber), and study 
a similar case, fought step by step to the Court of 
Appeals, and from there to the Executive Chamber 
at Albany. Here is the law, laid down by the 
Court of last and final resort. 

" 'A person against whom a decree of divorce has 
been granted by the Courts of this State, who, during 
the lifetime of the plantiff, marries again within this 
State, is guilty of bigamy. He is "a person having a 
husband or wife living," within 2 R. S., 678, § 8. 

'' 'Faber married again. He was indicted for big- 
amy and convicted. 

* ' *The Supreme Court upheld the conviction. So did 
the Court of Appeals. The governor refused pardon. 
Fabsr was sent to Sing Sing to serve his sentence. 

*' 'Faber did not remarry Mrs. Faber, but that it 
a4tunde. The personality of the woman whom he had 
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married was not oonsidered by the Court. The only 
question before the C!ourt was whether Faber had 
gone through a second marriage ceremony. After 
the divorce Mrs. Faber was no longer a married 
woman. She was femme sole, qualified to marry. 
Faber remained a married man^ incapable of marry- 
ing again, for "he had a wife living/* although Mrs. 
Faber had no husband living. The marriage bond 
had been dissolved only so far as it burdened the 
woman; his bonds remained intact and unaltered, 
said the Court of Appeals. For him to contract a 
second marriage with any woman was bigamy. For 
any single woman cognisant of his first marriage, to 
marry him was bigamy, under section 301. Mrs. 
Faber was a single woman, necessarily cognisant of 
the first marriage, and she, above all other women, 
could not marry him without committing bigamy 
(«ec. 301). Nor, if he had selected her as a consort 
would his marriage to her have been different from 
his marriage to any other single woman. Any second 
ceremony on his part was bigamy. 

'* 'This is the decision of the Court of Appeals and 
the Supreme Court, and all inferior Courts are bound 
by it. 

" *In the City Court of Brooklyn, in the case of 
Moore v. Moore, where the parties had remarried 
after having been divorced, tried before Judge Neil- 
son, it was 
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'* ^Heldy That, as the wife knew of the provision 
forbidding her husband to remarry during her life- 
time, and as the decree in which that provision was 
contained had been obtained upon her motion, the 
second marriage of these previously-divorced parties 
was illegal and void; the plaintiff was not the legiti- 
mate wife of the husband, she having married him 
while he was under a disability to remarry. 

** 'A judge must accept the doctrines laid down by 
the highest court. 

" *The moral and the law of this is plain. Bigamy is 
a technical offence. It does not consist in having two 
wives or two husbands, for every man and woman in 
this State may lawfully have more than one. Bigamy 
is the unlawful having of more than one wife or 
husband, and only a court has power to say whether 
the having is lawful or imlawful. 

" *The remarriage in this State of the defendant in 
any divorce suit is bigamy, and the remarriage of 
such defendant, since the decision of the Faber case, 
in any other State in this Union must necessarily be 
invalid and bigamous, for the courts of all other 
States are bound to recognise (in the course of time) 
that this decision has changed the law of this State, 
The defendant is no longer divorced and forbidden 
to remarry— '*Ae remains a married man.'' The 
courts of all other States must recognise him as ''a 
married man.*' *W/ 
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"Dear Hugh, I am that unfortunate child. Accord- 
ing to this law, the State of New York would not rec- 
ognise my parentge as legal, and in that State I have 
no right to my father's name. Ah! the cruelty of it 
all ! My poor mother died of very shame. It was kept 
from me very cleverly, and only by accident I found 
out the truth. This letter in a New York paper opened 
my eyes^ andinvestigation revealedtomethewretched 
secret. I mourn for my poor parents, but thank 
God I have no feeling of blame. They were innocent 
of wrong. It is the iniquitous law of New York State 
that made it a felony for this couple, once wrongly 
divorced, to again seek marriage. All this is in the 
past. It has entailed upon me a legacy of bitter 
shame and woe. I fled to save you from ever knowing 
the truth, hoping to hide from the world for ever. 
You would not give me up— you have followed me 
across the ocean. God bless you for a noble heart, 
one among ten thousand, dearest Hugh! 

"Since I have seen you, I confess my resolution 
has been shaken. I am but a girl, and I love you so. 
The little fortune that I had I have given to the good 
Sisters here! so that if I should dare to leave this 
roof and fly with you, it would be a penniless bride 
you must receive. Above all, I beg you not to make 
a mistake— far better that Eulalie Griswold remain 
here for the rest of her life than bring shame upon 
your head. 
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"I have nothing more to add. Consider it well— do 
not act rashly. If you believe it for the best, return 
again to New York, and Heaven make your future 
bright! If, on the other hand, you are determined to 
let no bar sinister stand in your way, oh! Hugh« 
take me. No matter how you decide, I shall love 
you while life remains. **£ulalib.'' 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE BBCKONING FINaBR OP LOVB. 

He read Eulalie's letter, with the printed clipping 
and ally through to the very last word, and then 
raising it, he passionately pressed his lips again upon 
that portion of the paper which bore her blessed name. 

It was decreed. 

She should be his wife. 

As to this bar sinister, what did it matter to him— 
this terrible decree of a single State in the Union? 
In the sight of God all was well; and further than 
that, why should anyone find cause for dismay? 

When he looked into the clear, honest, loving orbs 
of Charles Griswold's only child, and saw her whole 
spotless soul spread before him, how easily he could 
afford to snap his fingers at a legal decree that, after 
all, might be pronounced unconstitutional in a day, a 
week, or a month! God^s laws were for ever, as 
abiding as the universe, and this couple had not 
violated them. 

Thus love swept aside the barrier ^ate would have 
thrown in the way. 

Hugh once more carefully read the document, 
although his decision was already made in the 
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matter. Then he put it away in his pocket, meaning 
to let the major see it. 

Under ordinary conditions he would hare hesitated 
before taking into such sacred confidence one whom 
he had not known twenty-four hours; but there was 
tomething so magnetic in the bluff Englishman, that 
Hugh felt as though their spirits must have communed 
together for ages, and he reposed more trust in the 
old warrior than he had ever done before in a single 
instance. 

A load had been removed from his mind. 

He felt relieved, for, in spite of his naturally 
healthy spirits, he had feared the worst. 

This was a mere bagatelle to him, though he could 
understand how terrible it must seem to the child of 
that ill-fated couple. 

He wondered where old Captain Griswold could 
have been at this time, and figured that possibly he 
was roaming in South America, gold-mad, and be- 
lieved to be dead by his relatives, which theory 
turned out to be the truth, after all. 

Some hours remained ere old Phoebus again dipped 
beneath the blue waters of the glorious Mediter- 
ranean and, as there were certain things to be done, 
Allan set about his task with renewed zeal. 

He soon discovered Major Green below, and taking 
him to a quiet nook, unfolded the story. 

It took some little time for the Briton to get a firm 
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hold of it, not that he was dull of comprehension^ but 
its amazing features stunned him. 

''It is monstrous!— never heard of such injustice! 
The idea of a law that will bring a barrier be- 
tween a man and a woman once husband and wife, 
separated by a cruel mistake. Why, my boy, it's 
ridiculous, I tell you! But that is begging the ques- 
tion. What do I think of your decision? Bless 
you, I could have sworn on a stack of Bibles or Ko- 
rans that you would do that same thing— it isn't in 
you to do otherwise. And I wager that this young 
girl, whose life has been so filled with sorrow be- 
cause a law failed to cover a certain point, is dearer 
to you at this minute, because of her trouble and 
her sacrifice of all to save you humiliation, than 
ever before since you knew her.'* 

''I had not thought it possible, but it is positively 
true. Something has entered my heart and made 
my love more gentle, more devoted. I long for the 
day to end, for the hour to come when I may tell her 
so, and, taking her in my arms, let her leave me no 
more!" 

"Amen to that. And now tell me what we are to 
do between now and night?" 

''First, let me hear how you succeeded. Did you 
find Ihe boat?" 

"Tes, just the boat to suit us— a fishing craft, staunch 
and safe. The skipper, one Ricordi, is a bright fellow. 
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I imagine he is something of a smuggler, if such a 
olass exists along the Italian coast. At any rate, he 
is bold, and swears that he will put to sea this night 
when we are safe aboard, though every gun in Castelli 
dell 'Ovo is doubleshotted, and fired at him. I have 
iirranged that he will await us below the cloister, 
where a boat will be drawn up on the shore to ferry 
as over the water." 

Hugh squeezed his hand. 

'^Antonio has done his part, too. In my room I 
have a splendid rope ladder he made this morning, 
which will open up a way for Eulalie to descend." 

*'You have no doubt as to her bravery, then? 
You know it requires some courage to come down a 
rope ladder." 

''Quite true, but I know her too well to doubt the 
outcome. You shall see. Why, she was as bold a 
yachtswoman as could be found in all Gotham, an 
excellent rider of the horse and bicycle, and fond of 
all outdoor sports up to the time I went on my 
western trip. She will trip down that ladder with 
the greatest of ease, if the sisters only give her half 
a chance." 

Both of them presently started to carry out cer- 
tain arrangements that had been left till the last. 

Major Green confessed to having seen nothing of the 
conspirators, and sincerely hoped the three adven- 
turers, believing they now held the golden key which 
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was to unlock the wonderful treasui^ house of the 
ill-fated Inca Atahualpa, were exhausting every 
effort to reach the far away shores of the rainless 
coast of Peru, as fast as steam and their eager spirits 
could take them. 

All the same he kept one eye on guard, and laid 
various little pitfalls for the enemy from time to 
time. 

At last, night. 

It promised well, for even Nature took up cud- 
gels in their behalf. 

. Clouds rolled up in the heavens and shut out the 
star-spangled arch above. Even the grim sentinel 
of the bay, Vesuvius, seemed to take a part in the 
game, and a strange yellow light, sometimes changing 
to a deep red, hovered round the crater of the awful 
volcano, telling of the eternal fires burning below. 

Major Green was delighted. 

He listened to the sighing of the wind, and rubbed 
his hands one over the other in a way that proclaimed 
his pleasure. 

^'Unless there is a hitch or an accident somewhere, 
we shall be in great luck. The storm will not amount 
to much, but it gives us a chance to avoid all com- 
plications, you see, and, make light of it as we may, 
the truth remains that a shot from the castle would 
sink our craft remorselessly. Let us then believe 
that all things are ordered to suit our plans." 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



140 A 6AR SINISTER. 

"The luggage has been carried aboard?** 

"Every pound of it, and all that remains for us to 
do is to get Eulalie and sail away. There comes An- 
tonio. He has a package imder his arm.'' 

"The rope ladder I mentioned, major. Shall we be 
oflF now?'' 

"It would be just as well." 

So the trio again wended their way through the 
Neapolitan throughfares, heading upward in the same 
direction they had taken on the previous evening. 

Naples was still throbbing with the feverish pulse 
of the festival— holidays are the mainstay of Italian 
life, and no people on the face of the globe know how 
to nmke more out of them than the denizens of sunny 
Italy. 

Soft music sounded here and there— the very air 
was full of sweet notes, while the delicious odour of 
flowers stole like a balm upon the senses. Ah! 
there is a charm that hangs over these dreamy Italian 
cities, if one can but overlook the dirt and squalor, 
and forget the ragged lazeroni—a charm that haunts 
memory ever afterwards. 

Our friends could not but be impressed by such 
romantic surroundings, but as their business was of a 
nature to take much thought and consideration, they 
were compelled to keep their minds fastened upon 
what lay before them. 

It had been dark when they set out, and if anything 
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the ourtains of night drew more closely about them 
by the time they had reached the ruined wall of the 
base of the cloister, although this was possibly but 
the result of leaving the illuminated portions of the 
city, and entering upon a more lonely section. 

"Look down yonder— do you see the three lights on 
the water, one above the other— that is Ricordi's 
agreed signal. It is too dark to see the bay, but 
where those lights gleam, almost under the guns of 
Castelli dell'Ovo, the jaunty craft of the bold smug- 
gler dances upon the water, and waits for us. With 
the favour of fortime we shall all be on board in an 
hour's time. Then let the convent bells ring out 
their wildest alarm— with your Eulalie and my pre- 
cious chart safe, we shall sail out of the bay and laugh 
our defiance. Is it time to act, my boy?" 

"Yes, the chimes ring out the hour I named— it is 
time.'' responded Hugh Allan, quietly removing his 
coau 
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LOST EULALIE, 

The dangerous feat of the preceding night had now 
to be repeated, but Hugh gave exceedingly meagre 
thought to the peril involved. He considered only 
the satisfaction of once more embracing the girl of 
his heart; of telling her how all the barriers an en- 
vious fortune might throw in the way could nofpre- 
vent him from coming to take her away. 

Blessed moment, when his arms would once again 
enfold her. 

He had already wrapped the rope ladder about his 
waist, so that it would not be apt to hinder his up- 
ward progress. 

Gravely shaking hands with each of his faithful 
companions, he started up the incline of the ruined 
wall. 

One thing Hugh bore in mind— it was later than on 
the preceding night, when he had been favoured by 
the unusually long ceremony attending vespers, on 
account of the holiday, which to the inmates of the 
cloister wat a holy day. 

To-night all this was past. 

Some of the inmates would, in all probability, be 
moving about the roof-garden, or engaged in conver- 
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sation or else in self communion. Should one of them 
chance to be leaning over, and have her attention 
directed towards him by some unfortunate move- 
ment on his party the result was apt to be disastrous 
to Hugh and his cause. 

Therefore the newspaper correspondent moved with 
extreme caution, since so much depended upon his 
actions. 

He had been over the ground before, and this 
proved of considerable assistance, since it was possi- 
ble for him to remember certain features that had 
been available on the previous experience. 

Thus he drew near the crown of the wall. 

Anxiously he scanned its edge to see whether any 
visible danger lurked there— the vine-covered es- 
carpment ended just a few yards above his head, and 
he could see the outlines of the top in silhouette 
against the heavens where the clouds were driving 
along. 

Each survey served to reassure him, since he could 
detect no signs of trouble. 

Presently his hands clutched the edge of the para* 
pet— so far his upward journey had been accompanied 
by success, and he saw reason for much encourage 
ment. 

Cautiously he raised himself* 

His head came above the rough surface of the rock 
which was indented after the fashion generally in 
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Togue among old castles and monasteries^ each 8ec<Hid 
gtone being raised higher than the intermediate 
ones. 

The vines helped to shield him, the darkness of the 
night served as his friend, while the wind, chanting 
a dirge-like refrain as it rustled the shrubbery of 
the roof-garden, effectually concealed any slight 
noise he might make. 

On the whole Hugh was pleased to believe that the 
forces of nature were assisting him. 

There was something inspiring in that belief. 

He drew his form upon the wall—another quick 
survey, and he dro{q>ed over the edge, croaching 
there like a great toad. 

Still no sign of alarm. 

Hugh only waited a minute or so to recover his 
breath, but he used his eyes to advantage during that 
time. 

As before, chords of quaint, solemn music were 
wafted to his ears, coming from the interior of the 
convent, where the chapel undoubtedly lay. 

He noted the fact with pleasure, hoping that some 
religious duty would keep the inmates of the cloister 
in that same chapel for half an hour to come. 

Once or twice he believed he caught a glimpse of a 
black-robed nun flitting hither or yon, but what with 
the darkness, the abundant shrubbery, and the breeze 
that caused sections of bushes to wave to and fro like 
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living creatures^ he could not be at all podtive on 
this point. 

It was time to move. 

Well did he remember the spot where his previous 
interview with Eulalie had occurred, and he now 
began to advance in that direction, his heart beating 
high with hope and all a lover's anticipation. 

Surely this was the place. 

He eagerly scrutinised it, and was chilled by the 
discovery that no human form could be seen. 

Had Eulalie mistaken the hour? 

Perhaps some suspicion of the truth had dawned 
upon the vigilant Mother Superior, and she had dis- 
covered that the new novice had been in commimica- 
tion through the aged sister with an outsider, and a 
young man at that. 

What if the old messenger had been but a spy after 
all— what if that precious missive of Eulalie's had 
been perused word for word by the head of the clois- 
ter before it was brought to his hands? 

Hugh's blood became chilled. 

Would they insist on Eulalie taking the veil now 
that she had gone so far, even when it was against 
her will? 

He did not know the rules of the order, and in his 

ignorance doubtless failed to give them credit for 

certain features which were their due; but he was 

aware of the strict government by me^ns of which 

10 
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they were controlled, and knew what power these 
religious organisations possess in Italy. 

What could he do? 

The chill had passed away, and in its place suc- 
ceeded a burning zeal to defy the powers that were— 
such a determination as possessed men in the chival- 
rous days of old to meet in the tournament for the 
favour of a fair lady, or it might be assail some cas- 
tle in which she chanced to be confined. 

The vaunted days of chivalry are long since gone, 
but men to-day will do and dare quite as much for 
love as at any time in the world's history. They do 
not sally forth, armed cap-a-pie, to meet giants or 
seek renown in the holy Crusades, but leaving loved 
ones behind they ply the ocean and explore the wil- 
derness, seeking new mines from which they may 
wrest a fortune that will bring peace and comfort to 
the distant home. 

Unable to remain quiet, Hugh started out to make 
an exploration of the roof-garden. 

He was in hopes that Eulalie might have made some 
miscalculation as to the place of their rendezvous. 
This could easily happen, and would account for her 
seeming absence. 

Thus he moved along one side. 

Success was only conspicuous by its absence. 

Not yet discouraged he kept on, and a second time 
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reached a comer, nor had the slightest encourage- 
ment rewarded him. 

Before he had reached the end of the third line of 
the parapet, Hugh suddenly came to a pause, and 
glued his eyes upon a certain point where he de- 
tected a silent figure. 

It was that of a female, and almost undistinguish- 
able from the surroundings because of the sable 
habit. 

He realised, however, that it was too short and 
squat for Eulalie— more likely the old sister whom 
he had seen at the hotel, only then she had consider- 
able white about her raiment. 

Suppressing a groan of disappointment, Hugh con- 
tinued his round, and scrutinised the last wall of the 
square without result. 

Then he went to the several bowers where the re- 
cluse could sit sheltered from the fierce rays of the 
sun, and con her lesson in the love of the future, or 
the religious history of the past. 

No better success. 

Plainly, then, Eulalie could not be upon the roof 
at all. 

Why had she not kept her tryst? 

Could she be ill? 

The bare thought alarmed him. 

When he came to give the matter more careful 
consideration, he arrived at the conclusion that his 
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former theory was nearer the correct solution of the 
mystery* In some way suspicion had been aroused, 
and orders had been given that the novice should no 
longer have access to the roof -garden. 

Was she, then, with the others in the chapel, en- 
gaged in chanting the sadly-sweet anthem that rose to 
sublime effects, and then almost died away in solemn 
whispers? 

He believed rather that she would be locked in 
her cell. 

The thought aroused the lion spirit in him. He 
forgot that Eulalie had entered this cloister of her 
own free will, and only allowed himself to think of 
her as a prisoner. 

Since he had dared to invade the roof-garden, why 
not go further and enter the cloister in search of the 
loved one for whom he stood ready to accept any and 
all risks? 

Giving the matter little thought, the reckless Bo- 
hemian made his way in the quarter whence he had, 
on the previous evening, seen the advent of the 
Mother Superior and Sister Angela. 

That was, he knew, the location of the stairs by 
means of which one could gain the interior of the 
cloister. 

No diflSculty was experienced in finding the place, 
for light coming from below marked it. 

The coast was clear. 
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Hugh gave one rapid survey and took the plunge 
that might mean so much. 

He hastily descended the steps and found himself 
in what appeared to be a square hall. 

Upon a row of pegs on the wall hung numerous 
black robes and cloaks, together with the queer 
sable bonnets worn everywhere by nuns. 

Hugh Allan was a quick-witted fellow, and his 
varied experiences as a New York newspaper re- 
porter had given him a faculty for seizing upon an 
opportunity the instant it presented itself. 

He had an idea upon casting his eyes upon those 
garments—it was an inspiration worthy of a Scotland 
Yard detective, and few men in that line could have 
carried it out better. 

A hasty investigation disclosed garments of a suit- 
able length, and these he proceeded to don in the 
clumsy manner of the ordinary biped yclept man. 
All the same, he managed to accomplish the grotesque 
task, and having pocketed his cap, he adorned his 
head with one of the peculiar black species of head- 
gear, made very much after the style of a country 
sunbonnet. 

This had a veil, fortunately, which he was enabled 
to drop, and mask the anomalous feature of a mous- 
tache on a female face. 

Hugh hardly fancied the idea of appearing in such 
a ridiculous guise before the girl of his love, but the 
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situation was desperate and demanded heroic treat- 
ment. 

Surely this was but a small sacrifice to make, after 
all, when the object to be attained was of such mo- 
mentous importance. 

Having thus concealed his identity effectually, the 
Bohemian proceeded to explore the upper etage of 
the cloister. 

If it should prove to be as rambling a building as 
some he had seen in Montreal and New York, he 
had grave fears lest he should get bewildered in the 
intricate maze of passages. 

Should he chance to meet an inmate, he must fall 
back upon the general rule of these retreats, namely 
—strict silence; the inmates many of them being 
under a vow never to exchange a word with a living 
being. 

Having left the little square hall at the foot of the 
stairs where the sable garments hung and the lamp 
feebly burned, Hugh, passing through a door, found 
himself in what appeared to be a long passage. 

He saw numerous doors on either side. 

All appeared to be open, and, as they were the 
cells of the inmates of the cloister, he knew these 
latter must be in the chapel. 

Other side-corridors led from the main one. 

These he began to explore. 

It took him just five minutes to completely lose his 
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bearings, and after that he flitted about in really an 
aimless fashion, much after the manner of a dark- 
robed ghost of the night, prowling through the corri- 
dors, peering into cells, and vainly endeavouring to 
find the one for whom his heart cried. 

Oh! if he could but call out her name, how he 
would make those grim old walls ring with shouts 
of ^'Eulalie!'' and speedily would she give a re- 
sponse. 

It was cruel to be so near, and yet so far. 

Could they have secreted her in some dungeon far 
below? He had heard vague but terrible stories told 
of such things, and while never placing much cred- 
ence in them before, now that his darling's liberty 
and happiness were at stake, his imagination made 
mountains out of what were erstwhile molehills, and 
he was gradually working himself up to a point very 
close to the danger-line. 

He thought of her sitting there, filled with the 
bitterness of her woe, mourning over the fatal blun- 
der of her parents, ignorant as to whether this terri- 
ble bar sinister was to come between her lover and 
herself, the future worse than a blank, since she was 
no longer in a condition to fulfill the vows that 
awaited her on the succeeding day. 

Suddenly he called a halt. 

This lack of system might entail his running about 
for an hour without success. 
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He adopted new tactics, half-closing each door as 
he passed, and thus preventing a repetition of his 
former mistakes. 

This, at least, promised him a better chance of 
success. He could explore the upper floor, and then 
descend to the next. 

It was while he was flitting along these strange, 
dimly-lighted corridors, half-closing the doors after 
a hasty inspection of the interior of each cell, that 
Hugh received a sudden shock. 

He suddenly became aware of the fact that he was 
being followed— that a sable-robed figure glided after 
him, halting whenever he drew up, and advancing as 
he went forward. 

Discovery was imminent, and what made it all the 
more exasperating was the fact that as yet he had 
not been able to discover even the slightest trace of 
the lost Eulalie. 

He felt a savage impulse to turn around and 
throttle the spy, but instantly realised that this 
would not help his case. 

As yet no alarm had been raised, and this he con- 
sidered very fortunate. 

Perhaps the inmate of the cloister chanced to be 
the one in charge of the cells, and she was lost in 
amazement to see another going along the passages in 
rotation, taking the unnecessary trouble of half-clos* 
ing each door. 
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She would imagine the strange proceeding must 
arise from a demented mind. 

Quick to seize upon and make use of the idea^ he 
began to occasionally wave his arms above his head. 
Anon he fell upon his knees and after that went 
through with a brief series of genuflexions that 
would have done credit to the most devout of Mus- 
selmans bowing in the direction of sacred Mecca. 

To all of which the spy was no doubt a wondering 
observer. 

Fortunately she seemed desirous of penetrating 
this mystery herself, and for quite a time dogged 
the footsteps of the wanderer. 

Then he suddenly missed her espionage. 

Undoubtedly she had been unable to keep the won- 
derful event longer to herself, but must seek the 
Mother Superior, in order to discover what it could 
mean. 

At the same time Hugh realised that the weird 
chant no longer came along the corridors up from 
the chapel below. Doubtless the special services in 
the convent church had ended, and the inmates must 
presently ex)me trooping along to their cells. 

Ah! at last a closed door. Hope thrilled his heart 
when he saw a key in the lock—when he turned the 
handle and found it fast. Without a second's delay 
he unfastened the door and passed in just as the 
Mother Superior, accompiuiied by the dark-robed 
spy, reached the adjoining corridor. 
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THE DOOR BETWEEN. 

When Hugh thus took the bull by the horns, driven 
to do so by the extreme necessity of tho occasion— 
for he had heard the harsh voice of the Mother Su- 
perior somewhere near by, and knew that discovery 
must soon come about— he had hopes that fortune 
might be kind, but at the same time hardly dared 
believe he might find the one he sought in this par- 
ticular cell. 

He had had the good sense to remove the key of 
the door, and as he entered spent a few seconds in 
securing this barrier behind him. 

Then he turned, holding his breath in suspense, for 
he had risked everything, and felt all the agony of a 
gamester who sees his last dollar on the table. 

The interior of the cell was not dark. 

A candle burned in a socket and sufficed to show 
that this chamber was different from the rest— twice 
as large, with a more comfortable cot, and a greater 
expanse of window than the extremely narrow slit in 
the wall that sufficed in the majority of rooms. 

Evidently this apartment belonged to the Mother 
Superior, or else was designed for the reception of 
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novices, who had not as yet accepted the full rigour 
consequent upon this life of seclusion and penance. 

It was occupied. 

At the table was a figure, with bowed head— a fig- 
ure that Hugh gazed upon with the most sacred of 
emotion, for he loved her better than his life. 

It was Eulalie. 

He knew her form, her glorious hair, her very- 
attitude, though never before had he seen her so per- 
sonating despair. Those rippling waves of glittering 
gold were strewn over her shoulders in perfect 
abandon. 

It appeared as though she had given way to grief, 
and perhaps sleep had overcome her while in this 
position. 

One moment he stood and feasted his eyes upon her 
with a yearning in his heart to comfort her— then he 
could no longer control his pent-up emotion. 

"EulaUe!" 

At the sound of his voice the girl sprang wildly to 
her feet, with an eager look of expectation, and in- 
voluntarily exclaiming: 

"Thank Heaven you have come, dear Hugh!" 

Then she seemed to be overwhelmed by confusion 
as her startled eyes beheld the sable-hued figure of a 
nun instead of the form of a man, her Hugh. 

He took a step forward, holding out his arm. 

She believed the black-robed sister was invoking 
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some curse upon her for having uttered even the name 
of a man within those walls. 

^'Pardon me, sister. I dreamed I heard the voice 
of one beloved. I was asleep and did not hear your 
entrance,'' she said, humbly. 

Then he understood how she was deceived. He 
hurled the bonnet and veil to one side with an energy 
that bespoke his eagerness, and tore off the black 
garment. 

Another moment and he stood there, Hugh indeed. 
Again he stretched out his arms towards her, and 
once more uttered that sweet-sounding, melodious 
name: 

"Eulalie!" 

She saw as in a dream the transformation flashed 
before her. She rubbed her eyes in amazement— that 
well-beloved face— that voice which alone had the 
power to thrill her heart to its utmost depths. Again 
she heard him speak her name, and an ecstasy took 
possession of her being. 

*'0h, Hugh! have you come for me?— then your an- 
swer? You do not condemn!'' she said, in a husky 
whisper. 

"My darling, I adore you!" he replied, with a look 
that thrilled her. 

There was a flutter, a half-<3hoked sob, and his 
arms were empty no longer, for the poor suffering 
heart had flown to its protector. 
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Tenderly he kissed her; eagerly she looked up into 
his clear, honest eyes. 

'*Are you quite sure, Hugh?'* 

''As sure as that I draw breath, my dear girl. I 
could not live without you. As to this sad story of 
the past, that has absolutely nothing to do with our 
future. All is arranged. We shall leave this place 
to-night on board a boat that awaits us. The cap- 
tain's wife is there to welcome you. Once at a place 
of safety we shall be immediately married." 

**0h, Hugh, so soon," came faintly from the shelter 
of his arms. 

**Yes, in a few days. There is no other way, and I 
rejoice in it, for I have a long and dangerous journey 
before me. But this is no time for explanations. 
Gome, we must leave this place without delay." 

As he spoke in his low tone— almost a whisper, he 
started to lead her toward the door. 

Two steps were taken, and then Eulalie gave vent 
to a little hysterical cry. 

For there sounded a loud rap upon the door. 

The wretched girl looked at her lover with a face 
as pale as death, for she suddenly realised what dan- 
gers he had incurred by coming to her relief. In that 
moment of time no doubt she saw in imagination the 
furious mob of religious fanatics chasing poor Hugh 
through the slanting streets of Naples, and perhaps 
stoning him into a shapeless mass, when, driven into 
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the last ditch, he turned at bay— such things zealots 
had done many times since the days of the Huguenots. 

As for the man, he frowned, realising only that his 
task was rendered the more difficult on account of 
the complication. 

Fear he knew not, at least for himself. 

He instantly whispered to Eulalie: 

'*Do not answer yet.'* 

She nodded, and even smiled in a wan way, as if 
comprehending that while such a firm hand con- 
trolled the lerer it was useless to give up all hope- 
such is the power of faith. 

Again a knock. 

This time even more savage than before. 

He shook his head, signifying silence. 

'^Sister Martha!" came in the clear, firm voice of 
the Mother Superior, not to be mistaken. 

It was the name she was to have assumed on the 
morrow. 

''Who is there?" asked Eulalie, after Hugh had 
whispered to her. 

*'It is I— the Mother Superior; open the door." 

''I cannot," replied Eulalie, obeying her mentor. 

*'What reason do you give for such strange action," 
demanded the one outside. 

This time Eulalie's own womanly wit suggested an 
answer, even before Hugh could put the words into 
her mouth. 
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"You yourself assured me that I should spend the 
last night before the solemn ceremony alone and un- 
disturbed," she said. 

Hugh smiled and nodded, realising that the girl he 
loved was once more becoming her own bright self, 
and would be ready to second any effort he made. 

**I revoke that promise. This door is locked; tell 
me, is the key inside?' ' 

*'It is." 

''Then I order you to open the door." 

"I must refuse." 

''Rash girl, you do not know what trouble you are 
bringing upon your head. What reason can you give 
for refusing me entrance?" 

"I have vowed not to open the door this night to 
anyone." 

"How came the key inside— it was not there when 
the angelus bell rang?" 

"I decline to answer." 

Hugh had seen that Eulalie was now quite capable 
of carrying on her part of the war of words, and he 
therefore employed himself in a way that meant busi- 
ness, first of all slipping over to the open window and 
looking out. 

All was utter darkness below, and he found him- 
self quite imable to decide whether he was on the 
side of the cloister where he had left his comrades, 
or at some other point. 
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This was a matter of considerable moment to them, 
since the rope-ladder was only constructed to reach 
a certain distance, and while he knew the bearings 
in the one quarter, he was utterly ignorant of how 
the ground lay elsewhere. 

It would be a terrible thing if Eulalie, descending 
the rope-ladder, should plunge some thirty or forty 
feet after leaving the lower round, and fall u{>on the 
cruel rocks below. 

Hence he eagerly endeavoured to discover by 
tome possible means which way the casement fronted. 

A few distant lights caught his eye on the right- 
there was the pale halo hovering over Vesuvius, and 
lower down he even caught the signal lanterns Ri- 
cordi was burning on the * 'Skipjack." 

Grood! this was the very side up which he had 
climbed— his loyal friends were below, and all that 
remained to be done was to secure one end of the 
rope-ladder to some object and casting the other out, 
encourage dear Eulalie to descend. 

All this he discovered in a minute of time. 

Meanwhile the Mother Superior had not ceased to 
interrogate Eulalie— undoubtedly she already had a 
strong suspicion of the truth, and was rapidly adding 
to it. 

"Sister Martha, are you alone?'' she asked. 

To this there came no reply. 

**Who is with you?— who has dared encourage you 
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in rebellion against the authority which you will- 
ijigly agreed to recognise?" 

Still silence— Eulalie did not care to confess the 
truth— she would not speak falsely. 

"I cannot believe anyone belonging under this roof 
would venture upon so bold a task. Therefore, though 
I am horrified at the bare thought of such a fearful 
sacrilege, I am constrained to think some emissary of 
the Evil One has surmounted all the barriers we 
place in his way, and has dared to enter this sacred 
place." 

Again a pause for effect. 

Hugh was skilfully knotting the rope-ladder's end 
to a projecting bar, which a kind fortune had fast- 
ened in the wall just below the window, possibly with 
a view of utilising it as a support to some altar that 
once stood in the chamber, but which certainly had 
never been left there in order that it might serve as 
a means of assistance in the elopement of one of the 
convent's inmates. 

"The good sister who brought me here thought the 
person who entered your cell was a demented nun, 
escaped from contmement. I heard you utter words, 
wretched girl, that convince me it is a thousand 
times worse, that you have been followed here by 
some sinful creature— a manP^ 

A chorus of feminine exclamations followed thiii 
announcement, as though the sisters gathered in th# 
11 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



162 A BAn aimsTER. 

corridor felt bound to express their scandalised feel- 
ings—a man inside ihe cloister— it was an unheard of 
event, a monstrous thing; no one of that sex was ever 
known to pass the poi*tals save Father Xavier, and 
he only on certain occasions— muscular sisters even 
tilled the garden and served as grave-diggers when 
necessary. 

**Will you admit or deny the terrible fact, Sister 
Martha?"— Eulalie wrung her hands and looked help- 
lessly at Hugh, but that worthy, who was testing his 
knots, only smiled encouragingly and nodded— * 'if it 
is not so, unfasten this door and let us enter." She 
did not move, and the stern voice went on— ''by your 
own actions are you convicted, foolish child. I h^ve 
already sent for Father Xavier and two of his assist- 
ants. They will come presently— this poor man can- 
not resist them, and you shall see this wretched son 
of Belial dragged through the streets, the sport of the 
populace. Upon your devoted head be his blood, 
wretched girl!" 

Hugh beckoned. 

She flew to his side eagerly— oh! if there was but 
the shadow of a chance to escape from this awful 
fater, how readily she would embrace it; she thought 
of Hugh even more than herself, for unless he too 
^/>uld go, not a single step would she take. 

'You— heard?" she whispered, clinging to him, 
^^ihej are coming to tear you from me." 
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"Fear not, dear one, they cannot harm us. Friends 
are near— just beneath this window. See, I have ar- 
ranged a means of reaching them. Be brave, my 
darling, and tell me if you can summon nerve to de» 
scend this rope ladder?" 

She looked into his face; she imbibed some of his 
enthusiasm, his wonderful bravery, and said: 

"Yes, for your sake, Hugh, I would risk any 
thing.'' 
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CHAPTER XV- 

AFLOAT ON THE BAY OF NAPLES. 

When Hugh Allan heard those words fall from the 
lips of Eulalie, he knew she would not allow the 
magnitude of the undertaking, with the danger in- 
volved, to daunt her. 

Faith and love gave her strength. 

He had arranged all, so that no more time need be 
wasted. 

The rope ladder had been fastened securely, and 
the other end dropped out of the window. 

Hugh remembered that he had promised to give a 
signal, if possible, when all was ready, in order that 
his comrades below could understand the situation; 
and he leaned out of the small window so that his 
whistle might reach the ears of those for whom it 
was intended. 

It was somewhat of a peculiar task to get a girl 
out of the casement, but the willingness of the sub- 
ject lightened this. 

In a minute Eulalie stood upon the sill, and then 
with a dexterous turn was on her knees. 

Hugh held her arms; he was in a cold sweat for 
fear some accident might happen, and blamed him- 
self for not being able to devise some way whereby 
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this loved one might have been rescued without be- 
ing subjected to such peril. 

It was too late to change matters now. All he could 
do was to trust to her nerve and pray that no acci- 
dent befall her. 

"Are your feet on the rounds of the ladder?" he 
asked, anxiously. 

**0h, yes; d6 not fear for me," she replied, with a 
steady voice that gave him some assurance. 

'*And you have a firm hold?" 

She again answered in the affirmative. 

"Remember not to let go with one hand until you 
have secured a grip with the other." 

"I have gone up and down ladders before now," 
she whispered. 

Her face was close to his. 

He leaned over and kissed her. 

There came another banging at the door. 

"I can hear you whispering; do not think to escape 
your just punishment for such scandalous proceed- 
ings. It will come swift and sure when Father Xa- 
vier arrives," called the Mother Superior, shrilly. 

"Heaven guard you:" said Hugh. 

Then Eulalie was gone. 

He looked down, straining his eyes to follow her 
dear form, but the shadows were too dense to allow 
of this for more than a brief interval, and then she 
was swallowed by the gloom. 
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Hugh Allan counted time just then by heart-throbfl 
and each second as sounded by the inward pendulum 
seemed interminable. 

When vision no longer served to reassure him with 
regard to her safety^ he fell back on another of the 
senses. 

His hand was upon the rope. 

As she passed downwards every throb and strain 
was communicated to him. 

No telegraphist sitting at his instrument could re- 
ceive a message with greater accuracy than Hugh 
marked the descent of the girl— he knew each move- 
ment she made— the rope ladder swayed and vibrated 
and with each passing second his heart became 
lighter, for he realised that she must be drawing 
near the bottom. 

Possibly the whole operation did not consume as 
much as three minutes by the watch, but gauged by 
the agony of mind he endured it was hours in passing. 

Then came a violent movement. 

The rope ladder hung limp--he could raise it with 
his hand. 

For the moment his heart almost ceased to beat, 
such was the intense fear that had grappled with him. 

He listened. 

No cry from below— no sound to indicate that a 
disaster had befallen Eulalie. 

What did it mean? 
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He was unable to check the impatience that urged 
^ him on, and had already climbed half-way out of the 
casement when he felt the rope-ladder shaken vio- 
lently three times. 

Joy! it was the signal agreed upon. 

Eulalie then was safely landed. 

He pushed out of the window, and was just about to 
pass down when he heard the soimd of a door open- 
ing. 

The continued pounding had jarred the key from 
its receptacle and enabled the Mother Superior to in- 
sert a duplicate. 

Hugh waited not on ceremony, for he believed that 
neighbourhood would be a dangerous place for a fel- 
low of his size. 

He scorned to use the rope ladder in its ordinary 
capacity; besides, there was really no time to make 
so laborious a descent. 

Gathering the fabric together as though it were 
merely a rope, he lowered himself with all possible 
haste. 

Seconds counted in a game like this. 

He had gone down a good distance, and had a strong 
belief that he must be near the bottom, when, with- 
out warning, he felt himself precipitated into space. 

Undoubtedly the Mother Superior had clipped the 
tense ropes above with the shears she always carried 
fastened to her girdle. 
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Luckily for our Bohemian he had almost reached 
the end of his rope when this disaster came about 

As he only had a short distance to fall, and landed 
squarely upon his feet, no serious consequences re- 
sulted. 

It seemed, however, as though his fall were the 
signal for pandemonium to break loose. The excited 
Mother Superior lifted her voice in the casement 
high up the wall of the cloister, and sent forth shriek 
after shriek, as only a thoroughly scandalised and 
baffled woman could. The other inmates of the nun- 
nery took their cue from the leader, and strove to 
drown her voice with their combined cries, and, to 
add to the awful clamour, the bell of the cloister 
chimed in, pealing forth a wild alarm in quick, fear- 
ful strokes, that cut the air as with a knife. 

All this occurred as Hugh, having lost his balance 
was endeavouring to once more gain an upright 
position, thankful that he had not broken any bones 
in his downward plunge. 

This was the worst he had feared. In a brief space 
of time, he knew that whole section of Naples would 
be in the wildest state of confusion, and woe to the 
reckless interlopers of foreigners caught by the 
crowds of excited Italians with which the streets 
would swarm. 

Where was Eulalie^and the others? 
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Useless to raise his voice to call while such a 
clamour filled the air. 

Action must take the place of words. 

As he ro6e and threw from his shoulders the coils 
of the rope ladder that had desceuded upoii him on 
being severed above^ he looked eagerly around. 

Moving figures caught his eye> and he at once made 
for them. 

Another moment and he bad seized hold of a stout 
personage, who had been laboriously dimbiug the 
ascent. 

It was Father Xavier! 

Hugh realised his mistake even at the very mo- 
ment he touched the fat prelate. He had no desire 
to injure the good man, but it was a case of despera- 
tion, for the other immediately threw his arms about 
him, and joined his voice to the clamour. 

Hugh feared he was in a bad pickle, for he had 
noticed two other dim figures, which up to this 
moment he had believed to be the major and Antonio, 
but whom he now realized were the assistants of the 
father. 

They darted forward to aid the padre, and it began 
to look as though he would have the whole three of 
them on his hands. 

Ah! what did this mean? Two figures sprang up as 
if from the ground, and intercepted the advancing 
assistants. Figures that seemed to mean business 
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from the very start, judging by the way they threw 
themselves into the breach. 

The gigantic form of the major loomed up conspicu- 
ously. He seemed to entertain a contempt for his 
adversary and treated him about as a terrier might 
a rat; for, after buffeting the unfortunate from side 
to side for a minute or so, he proceeded to roll him 
down the embankment, much to the discomfiture of 
the poor chap. 

Meanwhile Hugh had broken loose from the stout 
father, who, not being as much of a man of war as 
the good Mother Superior was fain to believe, in a 
panic, made for the entrance of the cloister. 

The third party was still struggling with Antonio, 
but discovering the huge form of the soldier spring- 
ing in that direction, he too, was seized with a 
healthy regard for his person, and went flying down 
the street bellowing out as he ran that the convent 
was being assailed by a party of bandits from the 
moimtains, and calling all good citizens to the rescue. 

Really, Naples was bound to make a sensation out 
of this little affair of a Bohemian crossing the ocean 
in search of his lost love. 

The coast was now clear. 

Hugh, looking around, discovered the one for whom 
he was in search, and as he threw his arm around her 
waist he felt a wave of supreme thanksgiving pass 
over him because she was unharmed. 
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flight was next in order. 

Major Green led the way down the street, heading 
for the water. The alarm-bell still sounded its wild 
clanging, and in all quarters the roar of voices was 
beginning to be heard. 

By degrees the Neapolitans would realise that their 
presence was needed at the cloister, and a surging 
mob would presently surround that grim building, 
demanding to know what the ringing of the bell meant, 
whether there was a fire within, or some other im- 
pending danger. 

Many passed them without notice, for all attention 
was taken up with the sounds above. 

A party of stout fishermen, in their picturesque 
Neapolitan garb, coming on the run from the water, 
did stop and demand what was the meaning of the 
racket. 

They were half a dozen in number, sturdy sons of 
Italy, and doubtless armed, as usual, with dirks and 
stilettoes. 

A hand-to-hand encounter with these men was some- 
thing more to be shunned than desired. 

Fortunately Antonio was equal to the occasion. 

He declared they were shouting **fire" upon the 
hill, and it seemed as though the cloister must be in 
the grasp of the flames; whereupon the posse of dark- 
skinned fishermen once more started off on the ruui 
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leaving our little party free to continue their ad- 
yance to the water's edge. 

If the boat did not fail them, all would be well. 

Major Green had conceived something of a fancy 
for the bold smuggler, Captain Ricordi, and when he 
did this there must be elements about a man beyond 
the ordinary. 

He had entered into such particulars that it did 
not seem possible to make a mistake. 

They were drawing near the edge of the bay. 

It was all downhill work, which made it easier. 

Hugh kept one ai*m about his fair consort, and 
encouraged her with words of cheer: indeed there 
was need of something of this sort, for, to judge from 
the combination of sounds that burst upon the tym- 
panum, one would be apt to fear Bedlam had broken 
loose, and the consciousness that they were the one 
cause of this fearful din must make even the stoutest 
heart beat faster than its wont. 

It is strange how the ordinary run of people like 
a noise, and do all in their power to add a unit to its 
volume. 

Other bells chimed in, steam-whistles slirieked here, - 
there, and everywhere on land and water, while 
thousands of voices swelled the volume imtil it 
reached tremendous proportions. 

One result was apt to be attained. The real cause of 
the confusion must of necessity be lost in the riotous 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAM SimSTSE. 178 

proceedings^ and our friends be given a better chance 
to make their escape. 

Ah! the water at last. 

It lay before them^ that lovely bay, but with all its 
charming features hidden by the darkness of night 
and the gloomy sky. 

The water appeared inky-black. It dashed against 
the rocky foundation of the pier, as the rising wind 
formed increasing waves. 

Here and there lights could be seen out upon the 
bay, showing where boats were anchored. 

Major Green immediately cast his eyes about in 
search of the three lights forming a column, which 
was to distinguish the smuggler-craft, and was 
pleased to discover them not far away. 

They advanced close to the water, and Green look- 
ing down sought to discover the boat, but he failed 
to distinguish it. 

Meanwhile it seemed to Hugh the roar of voices 
was drawing nearer, advancing down the slanting 
street. 

Could it be possible that the crowd had discovered 
the truth, even to their plans for leaving Naples, and, 
led by the redoubtable Father Xavier, waa rushing 
towards the water to search for them? 

The thought gave him some alarm, especially as 
he presently heard Antonio declare that a crowd was 
certainly coming from up the hill. 
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Where was the major? 

Of course he had not deserted them, but was mmr 
ning out on the short pier to see if the row-boat could 
be at the extreme end. 

Nearer came the shouts. 

They could see moving lights, and these gave 
glimpses of a sea of heads. 

Hugh's imeasiness increased 

He even fingered the weapon he had in his pocket, 
as though determined to defend Eulalie to the last 

"Let us go out on the wharf,'' suggested Antonio. 

It was a bright thought, and they started to carry 
it into execution. 

When half-way out they met Green hurrying back. 

"Well?'' asked Hugh, eagerly, breathlessly, "what 
news?'* 

"Good news. The boat is at the end of the pier. 
Make haste, and all will be arranged." 

They needed no further admonition— the hoarse 
shouts of the mob, already spreading along the shore, 
and nearing the pier, served as an incentive to spur 
them on. 

Under the major's guidance, they passed over the 
intervening distance, and when they reached the 
outer edge of the pier the heavy tread of feet an- 
noimced that the crowd had pushed forward at the 
other extremity. 
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Hugh, looking down, saw the boat juflt below, with 
four men in it. 

"The signora first/^ said a voice. 

With life and death playing at hide and seek, and 
their destiny hanging in the balance, it was no time 
for conventionalities. 

Hugh spoke to the major and that Hercules, pick- 
ing up Eulalie as though she had been a babe, handed 
her down to ready arms waiting below. 

Another second and she was safe. 

"Be quick— they come fast!^* said Antonio. 

Thus urged; Hugh and the major followed the 
courier's wise example and dropped over the edge of 
the pier 

They were discovered, for louder shouts arose, and 
the mob rushed forward. 

Never mind— all were safely within the boat, 
which pushed away from the pier. 

Stout ashen blades fell into the water, muscular 
arms bent to their work, and over the little waves 
they glided with increasing velocity, leaving the 
landing, with its crowd of excited citizens, behind. 

The race had apparently been won. 

Bending over the dear girl in whose behalf he had 
risked so much, Hugh said, as he pressed her hand: 

"Cheer up— you are with me, and these good 
friends. We can laugh at the stormy past and trust 
in the future." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE IRON TEETH OF CASTELLI DELL 'OYO. 

The veteran of many British campaigns knew there 
was still some danger^ and that they could not call 
themselves safe imtil out upon the open sea. 

Those excited individuals forming the mob along 
the shore, understanding that their intended prey 
was escaping over the bay, might manage to secure a 
boat or two and put out in pursuit. 

Undoubtedly, there were fishermen among them 
accustomed to being upon the water at all times, so 
that the prospect of a storm would not serve to 
hinder any pursuit. 

Then again, information might be sent to the fort 
commanding the entrance of the bay, and the passage 
to sea of the little smuggler made peculiarly hazard- 
ous. 

Ah! A flash of lightning illuminated the scene. 

The storm was near at hand. 

Major Green, who sat looking towards the shore, 
saw several boats in the act of being launched. 

Perhaps it might yet come to a desperate race 
between them. 

Hugh, facing the other way, had a plain view of 
the little smuggler straining at her anchor, with a 
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portion of her sails set, and he knew they would be 
alongside before five minutes had gone by. 

The four rowers pulled manfully— one of them was 
Ricordi himself— and presently the boat drew up 
alongside the little lugger. 

Ready hands seized the painter and almost before 
she knew it, Major Green had assisted Eulalie to the 
deck— a difficult task for an ordinary man, €is the 
lugger was sweeping this way and that under the 
influence of the wind. 

All quickly followed. 

Orders were immediately given to cut loose from 
the anchor, since time was such a factor in the con- 
sideration of their escape, and the signor would 
gladly make good any loss incurred. 

Hurrah! they were oflF. 

The little' boat moved through the Waves like a 
thing of life. 

Unfortunately the wind was almost dead ahead in 
the bay, so that they must beat out imtil the point 
was past, when it would be found more favourable. 

This, imder ordinary conditions, would have 
amounted to little, for Ricordi was an excellent 
sailor, as daring as he was skilful. 

Just now, however, they would have been more 
satisfied to have run past the "Castelli dell 'Ovo,*' 
and the guns with which the fortress was manned, 
with a free wind. 
12 
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As yet they knew of no signal having been given 
to fire upon them. 

Ricordi himself was at the wheel; casting frequent 
glances back over his shoulder in the direction of 
the city^ as though he might be expecting to see 
something. 

Eulalie had been at once taken in charge by the 
captain's wife and led below. 

Up forward several men, who did not appear to be 
sailors, were clustered| intensely interested in what 
was taking place. 

Nodding in the direction of the dusky figures, the 
smuggler said he had taken them as passengers, just 
as he had our friends. 

At the time Major Green thought it a trifle odd, but 
considered it was none of his business— they had not 
purchased the sole and exclusive right of being 
passengers on the little lugger, and if Ricordi chose 
to turn a few honest pounds, what affair was it of 
theirs? 

Little did he dream what a momentous influence 
the matter would have on their future. 

Sometimes these things are wisely screened from 
our eyes until the proper moment arrives for the 
disclosure— sufficient to the day is the evil thereof. 

There was certainly enough to rivet their atten- 
tion on the situation. 

The little vessel, poking her nose into the seas, 
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began plunging like a galloping horse> but being a 
trim crafty and steered like a master in the art, she 
obeyed her helm beautifully. 

"Ha!'* ejaculated the smuggler, suddenly. 

Major Green knew what the exclamation meant, 
and he instantly turned to look towards the city set 
upon the hillside. 

Was that lightning piercing the inky heavens above 
the hills?— nonsense, the electric fluid flashes down- 
ward while this line of fire wriggled upward, with 
the sinuosity that marks a serpent's course. 

It seemed to reach its maximum height, described 
a beautiful parabolic curve, shot forward— then was 
heard a report, and the rocket burst, sending a red 
glow around. 

"The signal to the fort," said Ricordi grimly, not 
altering their course a hair*s-breath, for he had gone 
upon this tack with the belief that the intelligence 
concerning their flight would be sent out. 

*'What does it mean?" asked Hugh. 

"It tells them to fire upon the vessel now about to 
pass out to sea." 

"Meaning this one, of course?" 

"St, signor." 

He appeared so much at ease that the Bohemian 
desired to share his confidence. 

"What chance is there of our being struck?" he 
aflk#d. 
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''Very little, so long as this darkness lasts." 

''But occasionally the lightning dispels the dark- 
ness and we may easily see the Castelli, so that in 
all probability they can discover us/' 

The daredevil shrugged his shoulders— danger and 
he had often supped together, and familiarity, they 
say, breeds contempt. 

"Ah, signors, both, that is where our danger lies. 
They will fire when the lightning comes— but a boat 
like this is only a small object, and after all, as 
light will be gone ere the gunners can take aim, it 
is but a chance that we are struck. What did I say, 
there goes the first shot.'* 

True enough, the boom of a cannon sounded over the 
bay, and they saw the flash of the great gun at the 
fortress before they caught the heavy report. 

Where the ball went they did not know, but it 
came nowhere near them. 

"No harm done that time," said Hugh. 

"True enough, but you see, we will now have to go 
on a new tack, which must take us constantly nearer 
the fort, so that our danger increases," returned the 
major, who had a pretty fair knowledge of what their 
course must be to leave th? bay. 

Sure enough, the words had hardly left his lips when 
the little lugger came around, her sails flapping in 
stays, and then catching the wind over the other 
quarter she again moved forward. 
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Now they headed bows on for the castle. Every 
minute the danger increased^ since the gunners 
would have a larger object at which to aim when the 
time arrived. 

The next flash of lightning came after quite a long 
interval. 

Ricordi immediately headed the boat into the eye 
of the wind^ so as to change her course to some 
extent. 

Hardly had the flash given way to inky darkness 
than from the fort came the crash of several guns. 

This time they plainly heard one ball go past, with 
a ricochet movement from wave to wave, while another 
sung a popular air as it hurtled overhead. 

Taken in all, that was rather a close shave. 

Ricordi went off on a new tack, having reached 
a point quite as near the fortress as he cared. 

It may seem a smaU matter to read of such a 
bombardment, but the experience is quite another 
thing. 

Few people care to play skittles with cannon-balls 
hot from the piece of ordnance. 

There was always a certain amount of chance that 
one of these spherical shot would strike the saucy 
smuggler, it mattered little just where, since the 
result must be disastrous to the boat. 

This being the case, Hugh could not rid himself of 
a certain degree of nervousness, on account of Eu- 
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lalie; had she been safe in some other place, he would 
have snapped his fingers at the impending peril. 

Another flash. 

Again the dogs of war barked hoarsely, and they 
heard the ugly screech of plunging iron; but, thank 
Heaven, no danger was done. 

**One more tack and we are free.'* 

The skipper had said it, and surely he ought to know, 
so Hugh prepared to endure another share of the 
bombardment. 

It is doubly hard to stand fire without the oppor u- 
nity to return tit-for-tat— the fun seems to be wholly 
confined to one side— as the old fable declared with 
relation to the youths who were stoning the striped 
inhabitants of the brook, ''it is sport for the boys, 
but death to the frogs,' ' so with set teeth Hugh awaited 
the next event. 

It would decide their future. 

Grave possibilities hinged upon the coming of the 
next flash of electricity. 

He earnestly hoped it would remain away for an 
indefinite length of time— at least enough to allow 
them the chance they sought to reach the open 
sea. 

The forces of nature do not conspire to either assist 
or work against himian plans, but come and go, 
governed by immutable laws. 

They kept on this tack for some little whiiei 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAR 8im8TBR. 18ft 

Ricordi desirous of making a sure thing of it, though 
knowing the danger he ran. 

Just as he put the helm down to come about, the 
lightning shot athwart the heavens, and the entire 
bay stood revealed. 

^^Per Bacco! it could not be worse," growled the 
smuggler knowing thej lay there broadside on to the 
fort, while the lugger was swinging in stays. 

As before, the cannon boomed out. 

There was a crash on deck. 

**Heavens! we are undone!" cried Hugh. 

The smuggler laughed. 

**Not so. Signer— only a boat to add io your account. 
You see they have reduced it to kindling-wood, but 
the damage is little more." 

This was not so bad. 

Hugh recovered his breath. 

They were now upon the other tack, and although 
the cannon in the castle kept up a furious bombard- 
ment, being discharged quite at random, they did no 
material damage, though when the next flash came, 
the captain swore at seeing a hole in one of his 
sails, a ball having punctured the canvas. 

All the while they were drawing further away 
from the point of danger. 

Hugh went below to find Eulalie, in order to calm 
her fears, and communicate the joyful intelligence 
that they had passed beyond the danger line. 
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He found her in the little cabin, in company with 
Signora Ricordi, and when she saw his aniling face 
the anticipated his good news. 

''Gome on deck and see the last of Naples. It is 
worth looking at. The firing has about ceased, we 
are safe, and the storm amounts to little,^' was what 
he said. 

She arose at once, and took his arm. He had dared 
so much for her sake, and proved the strength of his 
great love, that she had the most abiding faith in 
anything be suggested. 

So together they went on deck and joined the major 
who still stood with Ricordi. 

It was a sight not soon to be forgotten. When the 
electric current shattered the darkness, now and then, 
there was revealed beyond the white-capped waves 
the grim outlines of Castelli dell 'Ovo, the tiers of 
houses marking the quaint city of Naples, and, high 
above, the sentinel volcano. 

When darkness intervened they could see the glitter 
of many lights far away; while above old Vesuvius 
hovered that weird halo of unearthly glow, reflection 
from the awful fires that burned everlastingly with- 
in the crater. 

And as they gradually left all this behind, and the 
little lugger began to cut her way further into the 
great Mediterranean sea, Hugh, standing with his 
arm about Eulalie, could not but look upon their 
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past success as an auguiy of good luck in the future, 
for in this hour of triumph the many rocks that still 
belset their path were mercifully hidden from their 
eyes. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



BOOK THREE. 

A PBRUVTAN ARGOSY. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

A STRANGE FREAK OF FORTUNE. 

The myriad lights of the city on the hillside 
gradually faded away, and all that remained to tell 
of Naples was the wonderful amber glow against the 
clouds where the crown of Vesuvius reared itself. 

Fortune had been very gentle indeed with them, 
and borne them safely through troubled seas. 

What the future held, no man oould say, but Hugh 
Allan knew his heart was overflowing with gratitude 
while he stood there with Eulalie nestled close to his 
side, and realised what had been accomplished by 
persistent effort. 

The little lugger was plimging in the seas, and 
occasionally the spray flew over the deck. 

''Come,'' said Hugh, after a larger dose than usual 
had been given to them, ''this is hardly pleasant. 
Perhaps we had better go below.'' 

"Just what I was about to propose," declared the 

young girl. 

(IW) 
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So fhey left the deck, with its reeling, and went to 
the little cabin, shutting out the night and the heav- 
ing waves. 

Fortunately Eulalie was a good sailor, one of those 
favoured few among her sex to whom the motion of 
the waves brought a feeling of exhilaration instead of 
dizziness. 

Poor Antonio had already given over to the 
wretched clutches of the demon mcU de mer, and was 
lying on deck . somewhere, repeating his prayers, 
and imagining the storm to be the most terrible for 
years. 

Naturally the lovers had much to talk about, and 
an hour slipped away without their noticing the 
flight of time. 

Hugh inspired his sweetheart with some of the 
enthusiasm that filled his own heart, and while the 
outlook had recently appeared so dark and forbidding 
to her, it was now illumined by the rosy glow of 
love's torch. 

He also spoke of the future, which they were to 
tread together, and hand in hand, with the affection 
in their hearts that works wonders, they could see 
no reason for anxiety. 

How merciful the Providence that hides the fu- 
ture, so that we know not what a day,an hour,or even 
a minute may bring forth; for how could we enjoy 
to-day knowing that to-morrow new trials await us. 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



186 A PAR mnsTmL 

llieir accommodations were far from first-claM, 
for the vessel had not been arranged to carry cabin 
passengers. 

Still, Ricordi had exerted himself in the short 
space of time allowed him, and having a wife to 
cowisel and aflsist, he had arranged things in a fairly 
comfortable manner 

The cubby-hole dignified by the name of cabin, had 
two staterooms opening into it. 

These were just large enough for a couple of 
berths, and with room to turn around. 

Eulalie and the captain's wife had one, while the 
other was given to the major and Hugh. 

Antonio was expected to bunk forward, where the 
captain had taken up his temporary quarters, and the 
three imknown male passengers must do the same. 

It was only for a short voyage after all, and people 
will readily put up with various discomforts when 
they have an object to attain. 

A lamp, hanging from above, over the table, gave 
all the light. The state-rooms had no means of 
illumination, save the bulls-eyes, which were closed 
except in fine weather. 

Ordinarily this diminutive cabin might have seemed 
a dreary place to Hugh Allan, but glorified by her 
presence it appeared to be Arcadia just now. 

He experienced all the deep delight that sweeps 
over the human soul after wrestling successfully with 
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the woes that beset mankind. For a time it looked as 
though hia sun of happiness had gone down forever; 
but his faith had remained steadfast, and now, behold 
his reward. Weeping and sorrow may endure for a 
night, but joy cometh in the morning. 

Even a lover may be thoughtful, and Hugh, realising 
the great strain under which this dear girl had been 
placed of late, knew she must be in need of rest* 

He therefore insisted cm her retiring to the little 
state-room and endeavouring to sleep, although in 
all probability this would be found quite out of the 
question on account of the frantic plunging of the 
staunch little lugger, which was driving along almost 
before the storm, rising and falling with the giant 
billows, more like a cork floating on the water than 
anvthing else. 

Once more Hugh went on deck to see how matters 
were shaping themselves* 

It was anything but pleasaat there. 

Ricordi and two of his crew were in sight near 
the wheel, encased in oilskins* 

The wind whistled and sang through the rigging 
with fantastic accompaniments, while the spray 
occasionally flew up from the starboard and deluged 
the entire deck. ^' 

Hugh locked around, and the sight was anything 
but reassuring. 

The black heavens, the foam-^srested waves that 
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curled far above them when they were in the trough 
of the sea, the howling wind— all these things seemed 
to inspire a landsman with uneasiness, though the 
Bohemian had always been fond of yachting in all its 
branches, and was no greenhorn in connection with 
the water. 

It was very natural that he should ask the skipper's 
opinion regarding the weather, for he had a treasure 
aboard, and the prospect of a wreck was not a pleas- 
ant one. 

Ricordi admitted that the storm had turned out 
rather more severe than he had expected on these 
waters. It must be a taste of the equinox; but the 
worst had been already passed, and he assured Hugh 
he had discovered signs that announced an early 
cessation of wind and sea. 

''In the morning, signer, you will wonder if we 
have had a storm at all," he declared. 

This eased Hugh's mind. 

"Where is my friend, the major?" he asked. 

'Ter Bacco! he left me but a short time since. The 
other came and desired to speak with him." 

''Antonio, the courier?" 

"Si, signer, the same. He has been having a dread- 
ful time, I imagine The sea is not his friend, though 
he will be all the better for the outbreak in the 
future. 

Hugh had no desire to prolong the interview. 
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It was very uncomfortable out there^ and the small 
cabin seemed to draw him. 

He started to smoke a cigar^ but it did not taste 
natural with so much salty spray in the air, and h# 
threw it away. 

'^I shall turn in, captain/' he said. 
' The skipper wished him a good sleep, and remained 
by the wheel, keeping the little vessel so far before 
the wind that she might not roll in the trough of the 
sea. 

Upon entering the cabin again Hugh sat down by 
the table to make a few entries in his note-book. 

It was not very easy writing while the floor tilted 
this way and that, but by dint of perseverance he 
managed to accomplish it, for these newspaper men 
become accustomed to scribbling under the strangest 
surroundings. 

He had just about finished his task, when someone 
entered the cabin. 

Looking up, he saw the major. 

Green had to draw his head down something after 
the manner in which a tortoise retreats within its 
shell when he came into this low room. It was not 
built for such Anglo-Saxon giants as he represented. 

Accustomed to reading the faces of men, the Bohe- 
mian saw at a glance that his companion was worried. 

Could Antonio be seriously sick? 

He did not know that the dreadful nuU de mer was 
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a fatal malady. Unpleasant it had always been 
reckoned, but he failed to remember ever hearing that 
anyone had died from it and in a few hours, too. 

Could the little lugger have sprung a leak? 

To founder in the midst of a storm— it was a fatal 
disaster, for how could a single one of them be saved 
in the darkness? 

Somehow a cold hand seemed to clutch at Hugh's 
heart. Could it be possible that (his was to be their 
doom? 

Had fortune only plucked them out of one danger 
to overwhelm them with another? 

Surely that would be the irony of fate. 

All this flashed through his mind in a few seconds 
of time, even while he was looking at the soldier 
bend his head in entering. 

Major Green closed the door after him, perhaps to 
keep out any water that might dash down the com- 
panion way should a giant wave board the little lug- 
ger; but to Hugh it seemed as though he must have 
some other motive in being so very cautious. 

The soldier advanced. 

He looked around, and his eyes were fastened 
momentarily on the door of Eulalie's state-room. 

''Has she retired?'* he asked, dropping down beside 
'the Bohemian. Hugh answered in the affirmative, 
still keeping his eyes on his companion. 

''Quite tired out, I presume. Well, I hope she will 
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sleep^ for she needs it. I never knew a girl to show 
more bravery." 

*'You didn't hunt me up to tell me that, major?'* 

<'Eh?'* 

"There's something wrong." 

"What made you think so?" 

"Your face betrays you. Whatever impleasant news 
you have to tell, you hate to communicate it here, for 
fear that she should hear. It is too wild on deck; 
we might go to the forward part of the ship— the 
forecastle." 

"Not there, of all places. This answers the pur- 
pose, for we can talk low, and. the creaking of timbers 
and dash of the water will drown anything I may 
say." 

"As you please. Now what is wrong? Are we sink- 
ing? Has she sprung a leak? Does the dago crew 
mean to mutiny and murder us in our bunks?" 

The major actually smiled. 

"How readily you leap to a conclusion, my dear 
boy! but I am happy to say that, as far as I know, 
the little vessel is staunch, and the dark-skinned 
sons of Italy comprising the crew have not the slight- 
est intention of doing us the least injury." 

Hugh breathed easier. 

At the same time his curiosity remained as Un- 
as ever. 
18 
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"Then in mercy's name what is wrong?" he de- 
manded. 

"I never dreamed of it until he came to me. An- 
tonio is— '* 

"Then it is him. The captain told me he was sick. 
I'm sorry for him; but no one can do much in a case 
of that sort," he interrupted. 

"I was only about to say, Antonio is a jewel." 

"But you haven't sought me out to say that?" 

"Not at all, my dear fellow. Antonio is not one- 
half as sick as he has appeared." 

"The deuce, you say! Why should he make out that 
he suffers so?" 

"He had an object— to serve you." 

"How under Heaven could he serve me by seeming 
to be dreadfully sick?" 

"He was enabled to watch and overhear better." 

"Watch whom— the crew?" 

"The three passengers forward whom we have not 
seen." 

"Three! You arouse a sudden suspicion, and yet it 
seems impossible." 

"All the same, our trio of enemies, the transatlan* 
tio conspirators, are aboard this very lugger." 
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" GOODNIGHT I— GOODBYE I * 

The Bohemian stared at his comrade-in-arms as 
though he could hardly believe his ears. 

It seemed incredible that the three men who were 
their desperate rivals in the chase for the treasure- 
trove of the Andes should of all places be on board 
the same little lugger bound out of Naples. 

"There can be no mistake?'' he asked, slowly. 

"None. I went and surveyed them myself." 

"You didn't interview them?" 

"Well, hardly. I lack your genius in that line. 
Antonio took me to where I could look upon them in 
the forward cabin, if you can call it such. They 
were all there, the tall, angular. Western Yankee, 
the short Frenchman, and the olive-hued Peruvian 
fillibuster." 

"Antonio knew them?" 

"Yes, he remembered seeing them at the Campo 
Santo Vecchio. And even while enduring the qualms 
of sea-sickness, he managed to listen to some of their 
low conversation." 

"Good for Antonio. I knew he would be wordi 
his weight in gold to us. Perhaps he could tell what 
brought them here." 
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''Yes, he told me even that/' came the ready re- 
sponse. 

"Did they know we were to flee from Naples on 
this boat? Did they engage passage with the inten- 
tion of overpowering us, and securing the genuine 
chart of the Inca's mine?" 

"No; at the time they were utterly in the dark. 
If the' captain spoke of us at all, he could not have 
mentioned our names.'' 

"Then why are they aboard, when we believed 
them to be at least twelve hours on the road to Lon- 
don, to catch some steamer sailing for the west coast 
of South America?" 

"They were afraid to leave by rail, fearing arrest 
—I do not know on what account, but possibly they 
believed I would kick up a great row upon discover^ 
ing my loss. So in secret they arranged to leave 
Naples by the aid of Ricordi." 

Hugh was forced to laugh. 

"What a remarkable coincidence— the lion and 
the lamb shall lie down together. What must they 
have thought of the bombardment?" 

"Well, that is the strangest part of all. They 
actually believed at the time that it was all on ac- 
count of them." 

"What?" 

"And they have been brimful of praise for Gap- 
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tain Ricordi on account of his standing bj them so 
valiantly." 

''You say they did believe. Am I to understand 
the conditions are altered?'^ 

"Yes.'' 

"Their eyes have been opened^ then?'' 

"In this respect— they know we are aboard." 

"When was this fact discovered?" 

"Only after you went below. I am unable to un- 
derstand how it failed to dawn upon them before, 
and they such bright fellows, too. It seems one of 
them— the ranchman from Arizona, I believe— was 
picking his way aft with the intention of interview- 
ing the captain about our chances of riding out the 
storm, and possibly, incidentally congratulating him 
on the plucky defiance he had shown the guns of the 
castle, when, as luck would have it, I chanced to 
strike a match, one of the kind no wind will blow 
out, in a sheltered spot under the bulwarks. As the 
light flamed up while I puflfed away, my face was 
disclosed to his amazed eyes." 

"Jove! he must have been rather taken aback," 
commented Hugh. 

"Well, he forgot to have his little interview with 
Ricordi, at least, and scuttled back to his compan- 
ions with all possible haste to impart the startling 
intelligence." 

"Then we must keep on our guard." 
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"No, they will do all that," laughing. 

"How do you make it out that way?'* 

"Simply because they still believe they have a 
valuable paper stolen from me, and that it would 
bring trouble upon them if known. So you may be 
sure they will keep close during the remainder of 
the voyage in order that we may remain ignorant, as 
they believe, of their presence.'* 

"Then it is not so bad, after all.'* 

"I distrust that Yankee. He may get a notion in 
his head that I have tricked him, and make a further 
search for the genuine article." 

"We must be on our guard. It is only for a short 
time, you know. Where do we land?'* 

"At Marseilles." 

"Which we will reach some time to-morrow." 

"That depends considerably on other things. This 
storm, for instance, may take us scores of miles out 
of our way. Call it the next day, and be sure.'* 

"Then, if we can avoid trouble with these men 
until we land, they will go their way, while we take 
another course." 

"Yes, we will give them a start." 

"And beat them in the race, after all.** 

The major smiled blandly, and stroked his choice 
grey military moustache. 

"Well, you see, we have a card or two up our 
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deeye, the presence of which they do not suspect. 
That gives us an advantage." 

^^We will have to arrange our plans later. I am 
worried about Eulalie." 

"In what way?" 

"She refuses to be separated from me after we are 
married." 

The soldier started. 

"What! she wants to accompany us to Peru? My 
dear boy^ really it is impossible. The danger is 
greater than I have even told you. I could never 
give my consent to it." 

"She says as far as Lima, at any rate. You told me 
to relate the peculiar circumstances connected with 
her grandfather's death, and the legacy he bequeathed 
to her. I have done so while we sat here a while ago. 
It was really necessary in order to explain how you 
and myself came to meet, and what this search for 
the Golden Fleece means." 

"Of course— I am glad you did. And what effect 
did that information have?" 

"Strange to say, Eulalie seized upon it as a very 
potent argument in her favour. Since she is one of 
the three heirs to whom this legacy falls, it seems 
only fair in her mind that she should go to Peru. 
The only concession I could get from her was that, if 
it was thought best, she would remain in Lima while 
we went in search of the lost mine/' 
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Major Green eyed his companion queerly. 

''Ah! perhaps you did not oflfer very strenuous 
opposition to her plan. When I come to consider it 
again, I must say you are not to blame for that. If 
the marriage takes place, it would be hard to imme- 
diately run off and leave the bride forlorn. Yes, you 
can make the voyage to America a wedding trip.'' 

"Then you consent?'' eagerly. 

The old soldier made a grimace. 

"Under protest, yes; and don't say anything more 
about it. I'm an old bear, as most bachelors of my 
age are, but I have a tender spot in my heart for 
women, although I generally hide it. Some day, 
when we are exchanging confidences, I may tell you 
what I have never breathed to a himian beiAg— the 
story of my lost love." 

Hugh put out his hand and pressed that of the fire- 
brand—he had looked upon the major as a woman- 
hater, and believed that to be the one weak spot in 
his armour of excellence. It was a pleasure to hear 
that, after all, this indifference toward the other sex 
had been in a great measure assumed; but then, he 
might have known there was a story beh;Lnd the 
major's life. 

Yes, the consciousness that Green had once loved, 
even as he did now, and that some dire disaster had 
toppled over his castles in Spain, seemed to draw 
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him closeri as though the bond of sympathy made 
them one. 

They decided to defer any further consideration of 
the matter until morning, as both were tired, and a 
good bunk was not to be despised while the lugger 
was rolling so dreadfully. 

So they retired to the other little state-room. 

There was only room for one to dress at a time; but 
the major merely kicked oflf his boots, military fash- 
ion, removed his coat, and turned in ^'all standing," 
just as sailors do who expect to be called on deck at 
any moment in a great hurry. 

The Bohemian followed his example. 

It was a novel experience. 

The bunks were so arranged that it was impossible 
to be thrown out by any sudden lurch of the vessel, 
staggering like a drunken man; but unless one was 
accustomed to the motion, it proved anything but 
soothing to have one's feet elevated at an angle of 
nearly forty degrees, and then vice versa^ with an 
occasional toss from side to side. 

Hugh finally dropped asleep. 

He had an idea the sea was calming down, some- 
what, about the time he lost consciousness. 

When he awoke he was positive about it, for the 
vessel seemed to be simply speeding along under sail, 
upon a heavy swell. The storm had gone. 

When morning came hardly any motion could be 
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detected^ and Hugh, opening the little bull's-ey6| 
against which the waves had dashed so madly on the 
preceding night, looked out upon as fair a marine 
picture as heart could wish to see. 

The sun was just rising, the dimpling water re- 
flecting his glorious beams; a few white sails hovered 
in sight, but everywhere a broad, apparently limit- 
less expanse of ocean, with no glimpse of land. 

Hugh was soon on deck. 

He saw some fellow scuttle below, forward, but 
pretended to take no notice of the fact, though he 
easily recognised the Yankee, and realised that he 
was the cynosure of several pairs of eyes, whose 
owners chose to remain in hiding. 

It mattered little to Hugh; if these fellows wished 
to shun them, he would not raise a hand to bring 
about a meeting. There was nothing to take them 
forward, nor did the others have to come aft. 

Thus matters could remain in statu quo. 

On the whole, our friends had nothing to complain 
of —they held the larger end of the stick, were more 
comfortably fixed than their rivals, and had a great 
advantage in the fact that the genuine chart of the 
eccentric old mariner was in their possession, while 
the three conspirators hugged the dummy to their 
hearts. 

The morning passed pleasantly. 

Our friends conversed time and again, when alonei 
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with reference to their plans, for the future held so 
much of good or evil fortune for them that it pos- 
sessed a peculiarly piquant prospect, and they longed 
to lift the curtain. 

That was not for any human hand; all they could do 
was to labour on faithfully^ and leave the rest to a 
higher power. '« 

As for Antonio, with the disappearance of the 
storm, his indisposition also vanished, and he was 
himself again. 

He had taken advice of the major, and did not join 
them during the day, remaining forward, and en- 
deavouring to catch what he could of the conversa- 
tion among the conspirators, without causing them to 
suspect that he played the spy. 

Favouring winds sent them on their western way, 
and soon they could see land ahead. 

The smuggler captain, who had been over this 
course many previous times, showed them the shores 
of Corsica on the right, and Sardinia on the left, 
while between them opened up the Strait of Boni- 
facio. 

It was their intention to cruise directly through, 
and so favourable was the steady breeze that long be- 
fore old Sol sank behind the watery horizon they 
had placed the strait behind them, and were ouce 
more out upon the great sea. 

Am soon as Asmara island was sighted dimly far 
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Skwaj to port, their course was changed^ and they 
bore away almost due northwest. 

Hours passed, while the lugger dashed forward like 
a racehorse. 

Another night at sea.' 

With favouring conditions, they might expect to 
reach the port for which they were bound— Mar^ 
seilles— by the following morning. 

Throughout the whole day just passed there had 
been nothing to interfere with the pleasure of our 
friends. 

Hugh experienced the happiest hours of his life. 

Sitting there and looking into the eyes of the girl 
he loved, how he felt his heart bum with thanks- 
giving to realise how she had been won. 

It gave him inspiration for the future. 

No one could tell what events there might be ahead 
of him, and how he was to overcome the frowns of a 
capricious fortune; but his past experience had taught 
him the value of indomitable perseverance, once the 
mind was made up regarding the proper thing to do, 
and by virtue of his persistent character, he felt 
positive of accomplishing his end. 

The night was a fair one. 

Never stars shone more brightly, while the atmos- 
phere seemed so balmy that our friends could not 
bear the thought of going below. 
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Long they remained on deck^ the gentlemen smok- 
ingy and all joining in the conversation. 

They were too cautious to speak of their plans for 
the future, knowing, as they did, of the presence on 
board of those whom they could set down as their 
bitter foes. 

Although the three confederates had kept aloof, 
and doubtless flattered themselves that their pres- 
ence was not suspected, it might be set down as cer- 
tain they would take advantage of any possible op- 
portunity to spy upon the major and his party. 

The latter had warned Hugh not to leave anything 
like a note-book aroimd in his state-room, for fear 
lest someone might slip in there whilst they were on 
deck, and thus be made aware of certain facts which 
it was to their advantage to keep hidden. 

The newspaper man did more. He spent an hour 
copying notes of a rambling character in an extra 
diary, and having led up to his meeting with the 
major, mentioned how the whole expedition had been 
abandoned on account of the chart having been lost. 

This book, brought up to date with a specious tale 
founded on the real facts, and hinting of the coming 
marriage at Marseilles, together with a trip to the 
major's home, near Reading, in old England, was 
carelessly left upon the table in the little cabin, 
where Hugh had been writing, together with his pipe 
and tobacco. 
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An hour later the book was non eat when he re- 
turned to the cabin. 

One of the conspirators had been spying around, 
and seized upon it as a prize. 

Hugh made some pretence of a search, but finally 
gave it up. 

When the major was told the doleful story, he 
could only keep from laughing outright by indulging 
in a fit of coughing. 

*'I hope they'll enjoy reading it," he said, grimly. 

"Oh, I don't doubt that. All I dislike is their 
knowing so much of my private business, and es- 
pecially about the month we expect to spend at your 
superb estate in the neighbourhood of Reading." 

**Well, my dear boy, who knows but what you may 
do that same thing some day. If we are successful, I 
shall the first thing buy back the ancestral home, an 
old, dearly-beloved castle, not a great way from pic- 
turesque Rugby, and possibly spend the rest of my 
days tiS a coimtry squire, and no one will be so wel- 
come at Wintergreen Hall as Hugh Allan and his 
wife." 

"I can easily believe that you may purchase the 
old home, major, but as for spending, the rest of your 
days there, that's gammon. When a man has roved 
the world all his life, it's next to impossible for him 
to settle down. I warrant that you will be out fight- 
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ing the Matabeles in South Africa, or engaging the 
Dervishes in the Soudan before you are a year older." 

The very mention of the names seemed to stir the 
soldier's fighting blood, for his piercing blue eyes 
lighted up, and he drew a long breath, as though con- 
templating some prospect that appealed to his heart. 

"I presume you are right, Allan— I should find 
coimtry life very humdrum, even with the hounds 
and the racing. Yes, I am cut out for a sphere 
skipper, a rover, and to the end of the chapter must 
follow my destiny . But it might have been altogether 
different had not a cruel fate robbed me far back 
in the past.'' 

He got up and left them abruptly, and Hugh, un* 
derstanding to what he referred, told Eulalie the 
simple fact connected with the soldier's past. 

The young girl could admire Major Green more 
than ever when she learned how he had been faithful 
to his early love. 

There are few people but who admire constancy in 
others, even when they themselves are most frivo- 
lous, and Eulalie was certainly far from that. 

The wind blew stronger after darkness set in, and 
the waves ran quite high. 

Still, it was very enjoyable sitting there and talk- 
ing in low tones of the future. Major Green did not 
rejoin them, having doubtless gone below and turned 
in. 
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Hugh hardly realised how late the hour was until 
he heard seven bells strike, for Ricordi had a weak- 
ness in the direction of this custom, and the little 
lugger was managed very much as a much more pre- 
tentious vessel might have been. 

As it only lacked half an hour to midnight, he 
thought it wise for Eulalie to retire, and berated 
himself for having kept her out so long, though she 
laughingly declared it was not his fault, as she could 
have slipped away at any time. 

Hugh saw her to the cabin, kissed her good-night, 
watched until she was within her little state-room, 
and then, charging his pipe, went on deck for a last 
smoke ere turning in. 

That was a notion fated to cost him dearly, but 
these young men in love have so many things to pon- 
der over that they must needs spend much time in 
rumination. 

Hugh leaned over the side of the lugger. 

He was watching the foam caused by their dash 
through the waves as it spread out in a great white 
line. 

His thoughts, however, were on Eulalie, and he 
endeavoured to recollect the chaotic condition of his 
heart and mind at the time he landed in Naples, 
some five or six days before. 

Such was his condition of peace at the present time 
that it was hard to imagine the state of wretchedness 
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in which he was plunged during his last ocean voy- 
age. 

From where he stood the wheel could not be seen, 
for darkness covered the sea. 

The flapping of the sails and the churning of the 
waves— these were the sounds that greeted his ears 
from time to time, as the little vessel plunged on 
her course. 

He was quite unconscious of the approach of a dark 
figure behind him, and the first intimation he had of 
danger was when some heavy object came with crash* 
ing force upon his head. 

Dazed) though not rendered unconscious, Hugh 
would have fallen to the deck only for the tenacious 
grip he had upon a life-preserver, which chanced to 
be hanging on the bulwarks. 

His unseen assailant, bent on murder, raised him 
to the rail and tossed him over. His feet were im- 
mersed in the rising wave, but he still clung to the 
life-preserver, now pulled over the bulwark, so with 
a muttered curse his assailant drew a knife along the 
cord that secured the cork circle to the side of the 

boat. 

14 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

NOT BORN TO BE DBOWNED. 

The half-stunned Bohemian fell into the sea. 

He had just been about to shout, but the salt water 
filled his mouth and almost strangled him. 

Fortunately he still had sense enough to maintain 
his positive hold upon the round life-preserver, and 
this saved him. 

The sudden immersion in cool water had also in a 
measure restored his senses, and as speedily as he 
could he drew himself up by means of the floating 
cork, passing his head and arms through the circle, 
and thus supporting his weight, which, clothed as he 
was, amounted to more than he could liave sustained 
unaided. 

When Hugh managed to dash the salt water from 
his eyes, lie strained them to discover some sign of 
the saucy little lugger. 

He had sense enough to look towards the north- 
west, remembering what their course had been. 

Far away he saw a light. 

Why, it was like a star. 

Could it be possible that this proceeded from the 

little vessel he had just left? 

He shouted. 

»1Q) 
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What folly it seemed— he could only raise the 
hoarsest kind of a croak^ thanks to the salt water 
that still half choked him and the excitement that 
held possession of him. 

It could never be heard that distance ^ and even if 
the man at the wheel should catch it he would believe 
it to be the creaking of a strained block. 

And so Hugh, floating there upon the bosom of the 
heaving Mediterranean, was forced to watch the 
light of the lugger grow dim in the distance. 

It was a desperate situation for even the bravest 
of men. 

^ He never lost hope, being one of those strong- 
willed, resolute beings who conquer wherever they 
set their foot— before whom obstacles that might 
daunt others fade into nothing. 

The cork life-preserver supported him easily, but 
for fear lest he might lose his ho d, he secured him- 
self by means of the cords attached to it. 

He found himself a little dazed, but, when he came 
to consider the cause of his presence in the water, 
there was no question with regard to its being a mis^ 
erable scheme of the enemy. 

What was the object? 

Believing, as they did, that the genuine chart was 
in their possession, the conspirators really had noth- 
ing to gain. 

Bevenge was the only possible motive. 

* 
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The signal defeat they had met with at the Nea- 
politan cemetery evidently rankled in the breast of 
one man at least. 

Hugh even had a pretty good idea as to his iden- 
tity, for at the moment the cords holding the life- 
preserver to the bulwarks were severed, he heard a 
voice hiss: 

"Sacre! go down to the fishes.'* 

Evidently the unscrupulous would-be assassin was 
the Frenchman who so unworthily bore the name of 
the greatest of his race, the man whom Wellington 
defeated at Waterloo. 

''Wait, we shall meet again, and I shall he able, 
perhaps, to repay you for this headache. Colonel 
Napoleon Dupuy," said the floating man, with con- 
siderable emphasis, and it might be seen from this 
that he had not by any means given up hope of sur- 
viving his present trouble. 

All around him a boundless vision of tumbling 
billows. 

Above, the dome of heaven, spangled with stars. 

That was his world just then. 

His object, the only one he could at the time figure 
upon, was to hold out until the morning came, and 
then hope that some vessel might sail close enough 
for him to attract the lookout's attention. 

How slowly time passed! 
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Seconds were minutes and, these latter rounded 
into hours gauged by his mental sufferings. 

Physically he had little to complain of , as he was 
well buoyed up, and the waves seldom broke so as to 
ghower him with spray. 

There was a peculiar satisfaction in remembering 
that Eulalie was safe on board the boat. 

Brave men in facing death are more apt to think of 
their loved ones than consider the desperate condi- 
tions facing them. 

What if he should die? 

Would Eulalie ever be reconciled— could she ^ver 
love another— how strange if in time to come she and 
the gallant major should marry— well^ Hugh knew of 
no one he would as soon give her to if heaven decreed 
that she might not be his wife. 

Such weird fancies chased themselves through his 
mind as he floated on at the mercy of the waves, the 
sport of every wind. 

He even strove to imagine how she would receive 
the news of his disappearance. Perhaps it would not 
be known until morning, when the major, arising 
and finding that the other bunk had not been dis- 
turbed, would raise an alarm. 

He could see them rushing hither and thither, 
searching the little boat from stem to stem, and the 
consternation that must seize upon them when they 
found no trace of him anywhere. 
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Still the stars marched westward^ and set in rota- 
tion—the waves continued to play with the drifting 
human flotsam. 

Time dragged slowly on. 

Once he imagined that something touched his f eet, 
and he involuntarily drew them up az visions of 
sharks and other marine monsters flashed into his 
mind. 

He did not forget to keep a bright lookout for 
signs of a vessel, although his hopes in this direction 
were not very strong. 

Darkness was gone. 

The moon had put in an appearance, a forlorn, 
battered-looking mistress of the night, shorn of her 
full glory, but a man in Allan's predicament could 
not be critical over such a small thing, and he 
greeted the coming of this heavenly lantern with a 
boyish exuberance that betrayed the real despera- 
tion of his situation. 

The Mediterranean is no mill-pond. 

A small boat might even float for days upon its 
broad bosom without the occupants sighting a sail, or 
at any rate finding themselves close enough to have 
their signals seen. 

What chance, then, had a man whose head alone 
reared itself above the water? 

Hugh kept up his vigil. 

And; strange to say, it met with a reward* 
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Gould that be newly-risen stars far down on the 
south-eastern horizon? 

E}re he could settle the matter he sank in the 
trough of the sea; but he had marked the spot by 
means of a heavenly compass, and when once more 
he swept upward, his eyes were instantly directed 
in that quarter. 

Before five minutes had passed he was positive 
that the lights were those of a steamer. 

When ten minutes more had gone by, he could de- 
tect the red and green signal lights that marked her 
starboard and port side. 

She was advancing directly towards him. 

A species of excitement immediately took pos- 
session of Hugh— would the steamer pass him by or 
run him down? 

Nearer still! 

Now he could see her distinctly, a black hull ris- 
ing out of the water with lights above— yes, he could 
even detect the black smoke pouring out of her 
funnel. 

Straight on, as though aiming directly for him. 

This was a danger he had not dreamed of —a tan- 
gible peril that might overwhelm him, and that al- 
most caused his heart to cease beating. 

He could even hear the sound of the steamer's ad- 
vance, whether made by her screw or the water 
dashing out from her bow as she was driven resist- 
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lessly forward by her engines. Would they hear 
him if he shouted? 

He had reserved himself for a grand eflfort, and 
yet when he gave tongue he was horrified at the 
miserably weak sound that issued forth. 

What was the matter with his voice? If he had 
been tongue-tied it could hardly be worse. As one 
held in the throes of nightmare, Hugh struggled to. 
shout louder. 

Straight on came the steamer— it looked as large as 
a mountain to him, looming up there. Ha? what did 
that mean? Surely the screw had ceased to revolve, 
and the vessel's progress was gradually becoming 
less noticeable! 

Had they seen or heard him? 

He detected no movement that would indicate 
such a thing. Perhaps the engineer had stopped sim- 
ply to do some little job in connection with the ma- 
chinery. 

In that case at any moment they might again pro- 
ceed, and leave him there. 

Slowly moving ahead, the great iron bulk was now 
almost upon Hugh, towering aloft like a leviathan 
of the deep. 

Again he shouted; his voice sounded a little louder 
than before— perhaps because the steamer shielded 
him from the wind. 

In all his life he knew no moment of suspense more 
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keen than when he craned his neck to look upward 
and sent forth shout after shout. Already the 
steamer^ was half-way past, forging on by reason of 
the favouring wind and her own momentum, when 
his strained ^yes saw a human caput over the rail, 
then several more, and he knew the sailors had heard 
him. 

Thank God; he was saved, for no mariner could 
have the heart to leave a castaway to his fate. 

He saw them running along the side of the vessel; 
then a loud voice called to him to look out for the 
rope. 

A minute later he heard it strike beside him, 
made a quick clutch and seized upon it. 

There was a loop at the end; this he immediately 
placed beneath his arms, and singing out that he 
was ready, was speedily drawn up to the steamer's 
deck with the life-buoy still hanging to his person. 
It had saved him from a watery grave, and Hugh 
felt an attachment for the inanimate thing. 

When the amazing chances are taken into consid- 
eration, it can be seen that under ordinary condi- 
tions there was only about one in a million of a 
steamer bearing in a direct line for a man floating 
on the great sea, and coming to a brief stop to make 
some slight repair to the engine when within a 
stone's-throw of the castaway— the only stoppage the 
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vessel made on a voyage of more than five hundred 
miles. 

Some people are bom lucky, and the more Hugh 
Allan figured those terrible chances^ over which he 
had come out victor, the deeper grew his conviction 
that he was chief among such favoured children of 
fortune. 

Of course, he was an object of great curiosity on 
board the steamer, when, dripping wet, he reached 
the deck. 

An officer inunediately took him below, where he 
was temporarily supplied with dry clothing while 
his own garments were being attended to. 

He found that the steamer which a merciful Prov- 
idence had sent to his assistance was of the French 
Messageries Imperiales Company, from Naples and 
Civita Vecchia, and that, strangely enough, her des- 
tination was the same as his own— Marseilles. What 
could have been more fortunate? 

His own story, so far as it related to his being in 
the water, was soon told, and if the officer con- 
sidered it extraordinary, he was too polite to ex- 
press any doubt, even by means of a look. 

Hugh was a grateful man, and later on, in the cap- 
tain's cabin, related more of his story. 

As it was substantiated by documents he had upon 
his person, and which, thanks to an oiled-silk wrap- 
ping, had not been badly injured by the water, the 
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French captain realised that he had been concerned 
in quite a romantic affair, and, like most of his 
race, was interested in anything connected with ^'ze 
grande passion." 

So Hugh was treated like a god— nothing was too 
good for a lover who would elope with his sweet- 
heart from a nunnery. 

"I will have my best uniform brushed up, if it is 
en reghf and attend your wedding, man amij if so be 
you decide to celebrate it when you arrive in fair 
Marseilles," the captain declared, with enthusiasm, 
and Hugh entered into the spirit of the occasion with 
an equal share of promptness, for he was so thorough- 
ly pleased with the idea of cheating the sharks of 
their prey that he could not be grateful enough to 
the human agency through which his salvation came. 

His watch had, of course, stopped, and would have 
to be put into oil before it could be made to do ser- 
vice again. 

Hugh found that it was two o'clock in the morning, 
, showing that he had been in the water about a couple 
of hours. 

He had believed it twice that. 

The captain gave him his own state-room, and 
begged him to lie down for a time, at least. Hugh 
learned that they would be in the harbour of Mar- 
seilles at dawn, and, with a few hours to spare^ he 
oonoluded it would do him good to rest. 
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His exertions had wearied him more than he be- 
lieved could be possible, and he was soon fast locked 
in the arms of Morpheus. 

When he awoke he heard other sounds than the 
vibration of the screw— sounds that announced the 
fact of the steamer having arrived in the harbour. 

He arose and hurriedly dressed. As his own gar- 
ments had not put in an appearance, he was again 
obliged to don the natty uniform that the obliging 
officer had loaned him. 

Thus attired he made his way to the deck. 

The sun was just rising. 

Marseilles spread before him, a splendid picture 
in this early hour, before the confusion and bustle 
of the day began. 

Hugh only cast a sweeping glance upon the French 
city, and then he turned his eyes across the water. 

Several vessels were entering the port, but, to his 
disappointment, not one resembled the saucy little 
lugger from Naples. 

He was about turning away when close by he heard 
a hearty English laugh that he would know among a 
thousand. 

Startled, he turned around. 

Just on the other side some vessel was moored. 

He rushed to the rail. 

It was the very craft for which he had been sur* 
veying every foot of the harbor. 
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How his eyes were glued upon the two figures 
standing on the deck, evidently chatting, while they 
surveyed the anchored steamship, for one of them 
was Eulalie, and her companion the major! 

Evidently Green had not yet missed his fellow- 
traveller— he believed Hugh to be asleep in his bunk, 
with the curtains drawn. What a strange situa- 
tion! 

Why, he could toss a biscuit on the deck of the 
saucy smuggler! He brought up his hands like a 
trumpet and hailed the other craft: 

"I say, there, ahoy, Major Green!'* 
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THE LITTLB CKRBMONY AT THE C0NSUL'& 

At the sound of someone calling his name the sol- 
dier started and looked around, as though unable to 
decide from whence it came. 

Then Eulalie pointed to the steamer. She was 
staring hard at the officer leaning so eagerly over 
the rail— staring as though almost unable to believe 
her eyes. 

"Ah, there: hallo yourself, sir! What can I do 
for you?" called the major, making a salute. 

**Send a boat alongside; I want to come over." 

Green looked at the young lady, and she returned 
his stare. Even the voice sounded like that of Hugh. 

''Yes, sir— presently, sir," called the major, and 
Hugh heard him say, sotto voce^ '*Now, who in the 
dickens is he, and what the deuce does he want to 
come aboard for, I'd like ix> know?" 

''You don't appear to recognize me, major," called 
out the seeming officer. 

"Oh, yes, most certainly, know you like a book; 
but— hang the luck!— I'm unable just to recall the 
circumstances of our meeting. Your name?" stam- 
mered the puzzled man. 

"And you-EulaUe?" 
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She uttered an ejaculation, almost a scream, and 
looked actually frightened. 

"By jove! this a strange thing. Would you oblige 
me with your name, sir?'' asked Green. 

"Certainly. Why, Hugh Allan.'' 

"Ah! Any relation to the gentleman of that name 
on board this vessel?" 

"Yes, indeed." 

"Twin brother, I should say." 

"Even closer than that. I am the Hugh Allan you 
know. Major Green." 

The amazed Hercules looked meekly at Eulalie, 
whose face expressed the greatest bewilderment. 

"Well, I'm a believer in counterfeit resemblances^ 
in spiritualism, ghosts, and everything else, after 
this. How came you on board that steamer and 
dressed in officer's clothes, sir?" demanded the Briton, 
almost sternly, as though he began to fear someone 
was trying to delude him. 

"I wear these while my own garments are being 
dried, major," smiled the apparition. 

"Bless me, dried! How did they get wet, may I 
ask, sir?" came from the major. 

"In the sea, of course." 

"What! have you been overboard, then?" 

"Was two hours vfx the water hanging to a coric 
lifebuoy when this French vessel picked me up 
something like sixty or seventy miles out of Toulon^ 
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I should think," returned the other, with amazing 
calmness, at which Green and Eulalie again ex- 
changed looks and expressions of deepest surprise. 

"My dear fellow, where did you meet mef" asked 
the major weakly, his doubts not yet entirely over- 
come. 

"Under the walls of Santa Chiara, in Naples, 
where you slew a mad bull that was running amuck 
in the streets." 

"My dear boy, I am convinced that it is not a 
dream. You have almost stunned Miss Eulalie here, 
wait until I get a boat and come for you." 

"Meanwhile I'll be recovering my own clothes 
and thanking the captain for his rare courtesy to a 
poor castaway. Eulalie, do not be frightened. The 
danger, what there was, is all past." 

So saying, he blew a kiss over to her, and van- 
ished from the rail. 

Before ten minutes had gone, a boat left the side 
of the steamer and came towards the lugger. 

Major Green wielded the oars. He rowed, as, he 
did everything else, well, and the craft fairly skim- 
med over the water. 

Hugh was seated in the stem. 

Hardly had he climbed aboard the lugger than 
Eulalie flew towards him, and in another moment, 
regardless of curious eyes, she threw her arms about 
his neck. 
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"Heaven be praised for saving you, dearest!'* she 
said, softly, from the shelter of his arms." Why not, 
when this day that broke so auspiciously was to 
be their wedding morn. 

He bent down and kissed her gravely. 

"I began to have serious doubts as to whether I 
would ever look upon your dear face again, my 
darling; but you see how miraculously Heaven sent 
a rescue. I must have been bom under a lucky 
star," he said laughing, and then, feeling her shud- 
der intuitively guessed she thought of the bar sinis- 
ter that hung over her own birth, when that law 
upon the statute-books of New York State declared 
that her mother had not been her father's wife, 
though they were united by Book and clergy, be- 
cause he was already a married man. 

Tie major now joined them, smiling with the 
cliocry freedom of an open-hearted Briton, who re- 
joices to see others happy in love, even when him- 
r^lf debarred from such enviable felicity. 

"Now, my dear boy, I'm consumed with curiosity 
to know how you came to fall overboard in the 
middle of the night. Kindly explain," he said, as 
they sat down together. 

"I see you have brought back the life pre* 
server.'* 

"I shall beg that from the captain, and keep it 
M a memento of my adventure." 
15 
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'*Who threw it to you?" 

"I dragged it over with me.'' 

"That was a strange freak." 

"Not so peculiar as lucky, since I would have gone 
to the bottom otherwise. Examine the cords by 
which it was fastened to the rail." 

"Cut clean with a knife, by Jove !" exploded Green. 

"Just as the Mother Superior cut the rope ladder 
and let me drop on the rocks, so this was sent adrift 
while I hung to it, my feet trailing in the water." 

The major ground his teeth, and a stem look came 
over his severely military coimtenance. 

"I can guess who is responsible for this outrage. 
Which one of the three did it, Hugh?" 

"I heard a French exclamation hissed above me 
just as the cords parted, so it seems as though I am 
indebted to Colonel Napoleon Dupuy for such wa^tn 
attentions." 

"The viper of a Frenchman!" 

"Hold on. There are noble fellows under &e 
Lilies of France as under the Cross of St. Greorge. 
The captain of the steamer and his officers— they 
have treated me royally," declared the Bohemian. 

Yes, yes, I of all men should know that. I did 
not mean to cast a slur on Frenchmen. Have I not 
seen them stand up against overwhelming numbers 
and meet death like heroes? But tell us the story, 
Hngh." 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAR SINISTER 227 

'Tiwt, are those three men aboard still?'* 

"We will soon find out, for yonder is Bicordi/* 

The major joined the smuggler, with whom he 
talked earnestly a few minutes. 

Then he joined the others, and Hugh was able to 
discover, from the frown on his face, that the inter- 
view had not been productive of favourable results. 

"They are non est f^^ he said interrogaiively. 

"Just so. The place that once knew them has the 
pleasure no longer,'* returned Green. 

"When did they go?" 

"Hardly had the anchor been thrown out before 
they were on deck and ready to land. As their pass- 
age had been paid and a hasty departure would save 
the captain a breakfast, he was nothing loath, and 
had them rowed ashore, where they were met by a 
government official, who examined their passports." 

"Well, they are gone— perhaps it is all the better— 
for we should have had trouble if I had tried, either 
legally or physically, to have punished the Gaul for 
the miserable trick he played me," remarked Hugh, 
for, since the adventure had turned out in his favour, 
his natural desire for retaliation had in a measure 
died down. 

So long as a kind Providence had baffled the plans 
of the conspirators, and he was able to look into the 
loving eyes of Eulalie, he could not bear deep malice 
even towards his most bitter foes. 

\ 
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Another subject soon engrossed their attention. 

This was the day selected for the marriage of 
Hugh and his sweetheart. 

Such an event is of rare occurrence in the lives of 
most people— as a general thing it happens but once 
in the ordinary existence, and to many it never 
ocmes. 

Hence, our young friends could certainly be par- 
doned if they seemed almost painfully engrossed in 
each other. 

The major was charitable, and forgave them. 

Indeed, when not observed, he might have been 
seen watching the lovers, cooing like doves— he so 
gentle, and she so trustful — with something of an 
envious look in his eyes, as though old, long-buried 
memories were aroused, and he mentally looked once 
more upon the face of the girl whom he had years 
ago loved. 

Poor Major Green— his heart had borne its load of 
sorrow many weary years, and the world, ignorant 
of his faithfulness to the one love of his life, even 
called him a woman-hater— this man who would give 
his services, yes, his life, in defence of a woman, as 
witness the readiness with which he faced the mad 
bull in the street of Naples in order to save a native 
girl from being gored by the infuriated animal. 

When a late breakfast had been served they made 
ready to go ashore. 
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Ricordi accompanied them, having been invited to 
witness the brief ceremony that was to make Eulalie 
a wife. 

He had taken such an interest in the young couple 
that he enjoyed the prospect. 

So they landed, and with little delay set off in a 
vehicle for the Consulate of the United States. 

Here they found the French captain and his first 
oflficer, who had been so exceedingly kind to Hugh 
when he was picked up afloat. 

These connoisseurs of female love]iness appeared 
to be quite charmed with the bride, and certainly 
wished her much happiness in the future 

The Consul put in an appearance, and immediately 
interested himself in the romantic affair. 

A clergyman was speedily found, and the knot 
tied in the simplest manner possible. 

Hugh was grave but very happy— Eulalie, of course, 
blushing and more beautiful than he had ever remem- 
bered seeing her. 

Remembering what an enterprise he had embarked 
in with the major, the Bohemian realised that this 
was not the end of the voyage but simply a very 
delightful port into which they had dropped after a 
tempestuous journey— until the treasure-trove of the 
Andes was secured, and they had safely gained the 
land of the Stars and Stripes, they could not antici- 
pate plain sailing. 
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It was over. 

Hie guests had departed. 

Leaving the Consul's office our friends went to the 
''Hotel d'Orient/^ and engaging a suite of rooms for 
the day, proceeded to arrange their plans. 

While Eulalie was doing a little chopping, the two 
gentlemen made other arrangements with regard to 
their start for London that evening. 

Meanwhile, Antonio, acting upon instructions, in- 
stituted certain inquiries that resulted in his learning 
how and where the three adventurers had left Mar- 
seilles, also headed for London. 

It suited the plans of our friends to give them a fair 
start— consquently they went that afternoon to Paris, 
and, arriving there, spent three days in the gay 
capital sightHseeing. 

Then the Channel was crossed, and one morning 
they found themselves taking a four-wheeler at the 
station in London, which deposited them at the door 
of the ''Hotel Metropole/' 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

m SEARCH OF THE GOLDE!? FLEECE. 

Major Green^ as the prime mover in the little cabal 
that had been formed with such tremendous issues at 
stake, took it upon him to discover certain facts. 

He understood that little was to be expected of 
Hugh just at present, since, like all newly-married 
Benedicts, he was wrapped up in his wife, and only 
perfectly happy in dancing attendance upon her. 

Of course, this would not always continue, though 
Hugh gave promise of being a model husband. Still, 
he would presently settle down into the proper stage, 
and begin to realise that there were other people in 
the world besides Eulalie. 

Major Green had seen many similar cases during 
his experience, and meant to let the young couple 
enjoy each other's company every blessed minute that 
he could— he had hopes that, by the time the voyage 
across was accomplished, they would have awakened 
from their dream, and would become the sensible 
beings he knew them to be. 

Hence the major and Antonio looked after all the 
work that came up in London, and allowed the young 
couple to spend their time in taking in the sights, 
which they did systematically, for Hugh, as a newf- 

(381) 
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paper-man had abundance of intelligenoe, and exer- 
cised it in their peregrinations. 

They had three days before them ere the steamer 
sailed upon which the major had taken their passage. 

It was a slow boat, bound for the Isthmus of Panama, 
across which they must proceed by railroad, and 
catch a steamer at Panama on the Pacific side, 
r^ching the Peruvian coast in time. 

As the result of the major's investigation, they 
discovered that the three conspirators had actually 
been in London, and gone to Southampton, from 
whence they had sailed for New York. 

Evidently their design was to reach Peru by taking 
a different route, possibly by way of the railroad to 
the Pacific coast, and then boarding a coasting steamer 
at a California port. 

At anyrate they had goPA on a wild-goose chasei 
and our friends rejoiced. 

The day of departure arrived. 

In good time they were all aboard the "York- 
town," and steaming down the Thames, with the new 
Tower Bridge standing out in magnificent relief in 
their rear. 

All were in fine spirits. 

The major had gone over the matter again and 
again, and reduced it to a system. 

So familiar had he grown with all the details, that 
he had only to shut his eyes, or stare into the mystic 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAR 8INI8TEE. 233 

rings of smoke he puffed above his head, in order to 
see in imagination the valley described by Captai'^ 
Griswold, together with the wonderful interior of 
the ancient mine where this golden fleece of the Incab 
was hidden. 

Their voyage for days was uneventful. 

The early October weather could not be excelled^ 
and it was really a pleasure to exist. 

Their accommodations were not palatial, but every- 
thing was fair, and with only a score of passengers 
on board— mostly travellers for English houses on the 
way to South America for a semi-yearly business 
trip, there was a delightful freedom never found on 
the crowded ocean liners. 

Major Green was a typical English tourist. Dressed 
in a Scotch plaid suit, with a golf-cap perched upon 
his curly grey locks, he walked the deck two-thirds 
of the day, his step as springy as a young man's and, 
over his shoulder from time to time he carried, by a 
strap, a marine-glass with which he discovered many 
objects of interest, such as spouting whales, passing 
ships, a deserted raft, that doubtless had a sad story 
of shipwreck connected with it, and a water-logged 
abandoned derelict, that had floated for several 
years at the mercy of wind and wave, a menace to 
navigation. 

He was a general favourite aboard, and no game of 
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shuffle-board or deck-quoits was complete tmlev 
the major joined in. 

His hearty English laugh was a tonic in itself, and 
when the fine weather ended in a sudden storm that 
almost took the proportions of a hurricane, threaten- 
ing to send the ^'Yorktown," to the bottom of the sea, 
they discovered that Major Green was just as good a 
rough weather sailor as during the fair. 

He jollied the despondent ones huddled in the 
cabin, and raised their spirits many degrees by his 
confident manner. 

When a sudden emergency arose, and the captain 
found himself in need of extra help, it was Major 
Green who rushed to the rescue, and, putting his 
herculean powers against the cruel force of the tem- 
pest, assisted the sailors to accomplish what had 
begun to seem like a hopeless task. 

Bravo! Leonidas Green! 

That your shadow might never grow less, and your 
like be multiplied, was the earnest wish of all on 
board the **Yorktown," who were cheered by your 
brave words and deeds. 

If Hugh had liked the veteran in the beginning of 
their strange acquaintance, he found himself regard- 
ing him with the sincere affection of a brother, as 
the days rolled on; and Eulalie shared this feeling, 
too. 

After the storm, came more pleasant weather^ 
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though it daily grew warmer as they neared the 
region of the tropics. 

Land was sighted. 

They went ashore at Bermuda, and feasted their 
eyes on the luxuriant sceneigr. 

A few more days and Colon would be at hand. 
As the time drew near for them to open the last act 
of the great drama, Hugh and the major indulged in 
frequent confidential chats bearing upon their future 
plans. 

All had been arranged as well as possible, for 
certain things they were compelled to leave until 
upon the ground. 

Eulalie had consented to remain in Lima, if they 
considered it best, which would leave the three men 
free to manage the expedition. 

Arms had been secured in London, for they had 
little faith to believe they could get gims, upon 
which they could depend, in the quaint South 
American capital whence they were heading. With 
a few determined men behind these weapons, an 
astonishing amount of damage could be inflicted 
upon the enemy. Somehow they seemed to be under 
the impression that if danger should force them to 
assume a warlike course, it would come from the 
three conspirators who had a keen scent for the lost 
mine, and were striving by every means possible to 
difloover the secret. 
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One more day, and the captain assured them they 
would have arrived at the isthmus bearing the magi- 
cal name of Panama, which a few years ago De Les- 
seps could conjure by throughout France, but which 
since the ignominious failure of his great canal 
scheme, has been execrated above all other names. 

The major had been all over the steamer, even 
down to the engines. He had made friends with the 
sweaty stokers, who shovelled coal into the great 
fires, and on this last day picked up some items of 
interest from one man who had spent much of his 
life in Lima, until a revolution had made him an 
exile. 

Without arousing even a suspicion in this worthy's 
mind, he drew him out upon the subject of the old 
conquest of Peru by Pizarro, and had him relate 
many of the stories that were current in the capital 
with reference to the fabulous treasures it was be- 
lieved Atahualpa had secreted, and which he re- 
fused to deliver to the Spanish invaders even when 
they took his life. 

From these • various stories, many of the Baron 
Munchausen or Arabian Nights order, Major Green 
managed to extract a few kernels, which he added to 
his collection. 

At least, what he heard gave him confidence in the 
chart of the old whaler. 
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It was late in the afternoon when thej came in 
sight of Colon. 

By the time the anchor had been dropped, sudden 
darkness had enveloped the land and sea, for twilight 
is unknown so far south. 

Lights ashore told where the town was located, 
none of the passengers cared to take the risk of 
landing before morning, since Colon had gained a 
pretty hard name, with many thousands of former 
workers on the canal making a temporary home 
there. 

The land-breeze carried various sounds out to those 
on the steamer, and music formed a fair proportion 
of them. Spaniards with mandolin or guitar serenad- 
ing their lady-loves, or it might be a negro with his 
banjo, singing in a loud voice the old plantation songs 
once so dear throughout Dixie, now seldom heard, the 
popular ballads of the day having supplanted the old 
slave melodies. 

On that same breeze came the odour of flowers and 
blossoms. It was simply delicious, and our friends 
sat out until late, under the canopy of the after deck, 
enjoying it all. 

There is a peculiar pleasure in being near land 
after a long ocean voyage--a sense of relief, as though 
dangers are past. Sailors may not entertain this 
feeling, but all landsmen do, no matter what their 
experience on the ocean has been. 
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When morning came, they left the steamer and 
went ashore. This was America once more, even 
though thousands of miles separated them from that 
portion of it they called home. 

There was little time given them to see the few 
sights of Colon, indeed, one is usually glad to get 
out of this town, since it has no attracMon peculiar 
to the country that would call for a day's stop over. 

The train finally started, and another strange ex- 
perience was begun, one they were not likely to 
soon forget. 

Considerably the worse for the trip, yet grateful 
to be still in fairly good condition, they at length 
covered the forty-five miles, and drew into Panama 
with its beautiful bay. 

Here they must remain until a coasting steamer 
stopped on the way south. When Major Green 
announced that one was expected the following day, 
all of them rejoiced exceedingly, for it was heroic 
treatment endeavouring to put up with the poor fare 
and wretched accommodations so universal at these 
Spanish- American fondcis. 

They proceeded to pass the time away by little 
excursions around the town and harbour. 

If any unruly elements had a lurking desire to pick 
a quarrel with the tourists, one look at the magnifi- 
cent physique of the Briton rather cooled their 
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ardour, for they would as soon have sought an en- 
counter with a puma as this athletic warrior. 

The steamer came on the following day. 

All their trunks and packages were put aboard, 
and they left Panama without a regret. 

Still towards the equator. 

Brighter glowed the Southern Cross by night, and 
hotter grew the sun by day. Not a cloud broke the 
force of his burning rays, for they were now approach* 
ing that singular stretch of coast where rain nerer 
falls and where, as in no other part of the world, 
the roofs of houses are perfectly flat. 

Perhaps our friends began to be a little sorry for 
having started on such a quixotic expedition, but 
this feeling was dissipated when, one October morn- 
ing, the steamer cast anchor before Callaoi the sea- 
port of he Peruvian capital. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER XXII. 

THE WITCH OP THB BOLERO. 

CallaOy the seaport of Lima, lies some seven miles 
from the capital. 

When the steamer had cast anchor in front of the 
old Peruvian city, our friends felt that the singular 
mission which had drawn them to this South Ameri- 
can country was soon to be brought to a focus. 

Even the sight of that land where Pizarro once 
ruled affected them strangely. The time was close 
at hand when they would know the result of their 
search for the Golden Fleece. 

Callao is not an attractive city, since its people 
are shiftless. There is an air about the place utterlv 
indescribable. The docks that lie there crumbling 
into ruins, the lazy inhabitants who seem to care for 
nothing save cock-fighting, or it may be bull-baiting, 
and the very atmosphere of laissez aller confirms the 
opinion that here is a once important place which 
has seen its best days, and is on the wane. 

Our friends had no desire to linger here. 

Their destination was Lima, seven miles away, and 
connected with the seaport by a line of railway 
which sufficed for the purpose, though it brought out 
various groans from these pampered travellers, accua* 

am 
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tomed to the smooth road-beds and elegant roUiiig 
stock of American and English lines. 

Speedily the spires of Lima came into view. 

At first they were disappointed in the city. 

Beyond the cathedral and a few similar prominent 
structures, there seemed to be very little to be seen 
about the place. 

This was an early impression. 

Ere they had been in the old Spanish city many 
hours they found that it possessed considerable of life 
to the square foot, when it was remembered that it 
lay very near the equator. 

While lacking the bustle and business energy so 
noticeable in Valparaiso, Buenos Ayres, and Monte- 
video, further south, Lima is undoubtedly the chief 
city of the equatorial belt. 

The flat-roofed houses attracted their attention, 
and were objects of much curiosity. It was some 
time before they comprehended how human life and 
vegetation could be sustained along this rainless 
coast. 

The high peaks of the Andes to the east serve as a 
barrier to all rain-clouds drifting up the course of 
the great Amazon, forcing every atom of moisture 
from the air, so that while the eastern slope of the 
range is plentifully supplied with rain, making a 
rank vegetation, to the west, between the mountains 
and the coast there lies what is, in most parts an 
16 
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arid^ parched desert or plateau, save where some 
stream breaks through on its way to the sea. 

Our friends expected to spend some little time in 
this strange South American capital before enter- 
ing upon the last stage of their singular journey. 

Preparations must be made, and in a quiet way, 
so as not to attract attention, for should the object of 
their expedition be discovered by the natives, it 
was exceedingly doubtful if they would be allowed 
to carry it out. 

The government of Peru may welcome foreigners 
who intend to open mines or work old ones that have 
laid in a dormant condition for centuries, more or 
less, because a certain per cent, of the proceeds must 
be handed over to the authorities as a tax; but they 
could not be expected to encourage an enterprise that 
had for its object the looting of the mythical Inca's 
treasure, about which vague stories had floated over 
the country for many years. 

Besides, there was another danger. 

Among the Peruvians were many of pure blood, 
who could trace their lineage back to the Indians 
who fought Pizarro— people who still secretly wor- 
shipped the golden globe of Helios with as much de- 
votion as their forefathers displayed towards the 
heavenly sun. 

These dark-skinned Peruvians were fanatics in 
their way, and should they learn that an expedition 
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was formed to carry off the fabulous treasure secreted 
hundreds of years ago by their revered Inca, Atahu- 
alpa, whom the cruel Spaniards burned at the stake, 
in all probability they would doom the daring 
Anglo-Saxons to a terrible fate. 

There were also other reasons why they felt the 
object of their visit should be kept secret, among 
them the triumvirate of plotters who had made a bid 
for Captain Griswold's precious chart in the gloomy 
Campo Santo Vecchio of Naples. 

As yet they had seen and heard nothing of the 
conspirators since leaving Marseilles, but, knowing 
what a golden lure drew them on, our friends did not 
doubt but that they were working hard somewhere 
for the prize. 

The major, as soon as he had seen his party com- 
fortably domiciled at the best hotel in the city— 
which, like most Spanish /oiuicw was after all but 
a poor apology for a caravansary — set out to see 
something of the place, so that he might work to 
advantage in arranging for the trip into the moun- 
tain ranges. 

He gave it out that he was a celebrated English 
geolgist and naturalist, who had been sent to Peru 
by the London Zoological Society and other eminent 
corporations for the advancement of human knowl- 
edge, for the purpose of gathering a certain coUec- 
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tion of minerals and fossils peculiar to the PeruTian 
Andes. 

Thus, he received a warm welcome in various 
quarters, and would be enabled to gradually fit out 
an expedition that suited his purpose without excit- 
ing any suspicion. 

Antonio was of considerable assistance to the sol- 
dier of fortune. 

As a cicerone or courier in Naples, he had become 
something of a linguist, and Spanish being one of the 
languages in his repertoire, he had brushed up his 
knowledge of it on all occasions that offered, after 
their arrival at the port of Colon, so that he was now 
in a condition to help the major out should the occa- 
sion arise. 

Hugh and his wife were quite content to leave all 
the details of the gigantic expedition in charge of 
Major Green. 

So they cooed and made love after the manner of 
young married people in general, so completely 
wrapped up in each other that the only real trouble 
before them seemed to be the impending separation, 
when Green would give the order "en avant^^^ and 
Hugh must advance with his comrade. 

Although the major had seen much of Asia, Africa, 
Europe, and North America, this was really his 
first visit to the southern half of the Western Hemi- 
sphere, and while not neglecting his all important 
business a particle, he was nevertheless determined 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAB aimSTEB. 246 

to discover all he could concerning the manners 
and customs of these people. 

Hence, he was ever prowling round in odd nooks 
and comers of the city, under the shadow of the 
mountains, just as he had been doing when Hugh first 
ran across him near the church of Santa Chiara in 
Naples. 

It was night— their first night in Lima, and the 
venturesome major prowled hither and yon, in 
charge of Antonio, who, with considerable effort, 
was serving as guide to the Briton. 

Night in Lima— the only time when the equatorial 
city was fully aroused, for, with the setting of the 
sun a cool, pleasant breeze succeeded the torrid 
heat of the day, and every soul in the capital sought 
the streets. 

Light, and laughter, and music abounded— on all 
sides were Spanish-American senors and their ladies, 
bent on pleasure in one form or another. 

From the balconies flowed jest and song, sometimes 
accompanied by a handful of rice, but one could not 
get angry, upon discovering that the culprit was a 
mischievous, half-grown miss. 

Really, Lima was not such a bad place after all, 
the major concluded, when he realised this sudden 
awakening, since its people were able once in 
twenty-four hours to shake oflf the lethargy that 
bound them, and emerge from their chrysalis state* 
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And as the twain wandered along the main street, 
seeking new sensations, some kindly fate directed 
their steps towards a low, squat building, in front of 
which a light was burning, and into which an occa- 
sional figure, or it might be two or three with locked 
arms, plunged. 

"What have we here, Antonio?'* demanded the sol- 
dier, ever ready to interview a novelty, no matter 
what it cost. 

"It is one teater, I believe, signer, but I will 
closer go and discover," responded the Italian. 

As they both drew up in front of the building, nu- 
merous red and yellow, and yellow and black paper 
bills were discovered fastened upon the door, and the 
cicerone concentrated his energies upon the task of 
solving the riddle. 

"Ah! it is bolero, the wonderful Spanish dance, 
that is given here by the most charming young sig- 
norina from Seville— also the whole company on tour 
of the world.'* 

"What!" exclaimed the major. "Say you from old 
Seville; have I not seen it there, danced by the most 
bewitching of girls? Tell me, Antonio, the name of 
this siren— this nymph who flashes through the air. 
Is it Carmen?" 

"The signer has said it— see, here on the bill you 
may read— and also the Senor Maceo, whose equal has 
never been known. Would the signer wish to look 
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upon the dance? It might interest, especially if he 
has seen before the witch of the bolero in Seville/' 

Antonio's voice was alluring. Truth to tell, he wag 
himself strongly desirous of seeing the famous Span- 
ish dance, and would have been exceedingly disap- 
pointed had the major resisted the temptation. 

But Leonidas Green yielded— he could never ex- 
plain why, since it was not in a spirit of romantic 
interest. He believed he had gone beyond the point 
of caring for anyone wearing petticoats, no matter 
how bewitching. 

And in making his decision he simply followed the 
beckoning finger of fate. 

"Certainly, we must go in, my dear boy. I only 
wish Allan was along; but perhaps it would not be 
exactly the thing for a newly-made Benedict to be 
prowling around the streets of a Spanish city admir- 
ing the lovely bolero-dancers. As for a war-searred 
veteran like myself, I am privileged. Yes, enter by 
all means, Antonio, and let me settle with the man 
behind the grilled door. How like to what I saw in 
old Seville!— a dream, an oddity, that has somehow 
haunted me ever since, though two years have fled. 
And to think the girl Carmen is here in Lima, so far 
away from her Andalusianhome! Heigho! time flies, 
and we grow old. How familiar all this seems! I ap- 
pear to be transported to the caaa in Seville, and to 
be moved back two pegs in my existence.'' 
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Having settled with the man behind the wicket, 
they entered a hallway, in which lounged a number 
of swarthy men, all puffing incessantly at their con- 
stant companion, the cigarette; for the Spanish- 
American is as great a tobacco-fiend as his cousins 
south of the Pyrenees. 

Beyond was a door, opening which our friends 
found themselves in a square room, having a very 
low ceiling. 

The wooden benches were placed in a hollow 
square, all facing the centre. They were almost 
filled with spectators, though the blue smoke, hang- 
ing in a dense cloud, prevented the major from 
clearly seeing the opposite side. 

A few women were present, but the audience was 
mainly made up of men, chiefly recruited from the 
ordinary ranks, with here and there a c?U)lo, or half- 
breed, and a sprinkling of the aristocracy. 

Through this fog of smoke glowed the red ends of 
the numberless cigarettes; now shining brightly, anon 
dying down as, held between well-scorched, yellow 
forefingers and thumbs, they enjoyed a respite be- 
tween puffs— the whole closely resembling a gather- 
ing of giant fire-flies or glow-worms. 

The bolero, that famous dance of the Andalusians, 
has been painted in charming words by one of the 
most graceful of magazine writers. As he saw it in 
the quaint city of Seville^ so the major and Antonio 

i 
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beheld it in the capital of the Peruvian Republic, 
transferred across the stormy Atlantic. Wherever 
Spanish hearts beat, the bolero and the bull-fight go 
hand in hand. What could be better than following 
the artist Edwards in his first visit to see the bolero? 
It would be hard to improve on his brief but glowing 
description: 

"At one end of the room are the arms of Aragon 
and Castile, rudely painted upon a canvas curtain or 
canopy. 

*'TJnder this sit the Maccarena dancers and the 
guitar-players, with a quantity of red and yellow 
tasselled castanets on the floor before them. 

"Without any warning save a clap of the hands, the 
song begins. It is low and passionate, with a curious 
raising of the voice at the end of each line. It is 
sung by a boy with a long neck, who sits in the lap of 
an older man, who accompanies him with a pair of 
castanets, and there is much hand-clapping and beat- 
ing of time by bare feet upon the floor, as an encour- 
agement to the youth by the audience. 

"The music of the guitars is soft, low, and thrill- 
ing; now passionate, now plaintive. Horny hands 
smite together, and there is a sweeping of the guitar- 
strings in rapid, drum-like notes. And now, here is 
the dancer. Why, what is this? Where is the roman- 
tic, antelope-eyed damsel of our dreams? There is 
none such here! No sweeping fringe of dark eyelash 
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—no supple waist— no grace of figure. This one if 
like a Washington Market woman. In her fat ears 
dangle heavy gold hoops. She is stout^ and she wad- 
dles. Her feet are in low, black slippers, and her 
stockings, liberally displayed, are white. There are 
cries of, Jaleo!' and exclamations of delight from the 
audience, as her arms sway and her feet shuffle on the 
floor. Occasionally one hears a dull thump, as her 
fat heels strike the floor. Then she lowers her arms 
and clasps her brown, fat hands together to the tune 
that stirs one so strangely. Her swaying arms move 
in curves of perfect grace, and her body turns and 
twists in unison. The constant hand-clapping on the 
benches is like the dripping of water from the eaves 
on a rainy day, tap-tap-tap and tap-tap-tap. Suddenly 
she throws her arms high in the air, and, with her 
ear-rings quivering and all the tinsel flashing on her 
bosom, she falls into a convenient seat. There are 
cries of 'Jaleo!' and a word that sounds like *Puna- 
lada!' and wild applause from the audience, who 
thump the floor with their long staffs. 

^'Is this all? No. Look, the castanets click again, 
the dirty canopy is pushed aside, and enters to us a 
vision— a vision in rose drapery and black and silver. 
^Lola! Lola!' they cry, and clap their hands. She is 
about sixteen, and her lithe, supple figure shines and 
flashes with jet and tinsel; her bodice is open to the 
waist, and her bosom is of a pale olive; her waist is 
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bound with a many coloured sash, the idtiA& of which 
she holds in her hands, and her short dress is coy 
ered with lines of curious black tufts. She is painted 
a little under the eyes, and her ears are rouged, 
there is a suspicion of powder on her neck. Her 
limbs are beautifully rounded, and her feet are 
small, shapely, and the instep is high. Her poses at 
first are abrupt, boyish, and automatic; she waves her 
arms. She is so near me that I can detect a faint per- 
fume that exhales from her person. She looks neither 
pleased nor bored, but there is in her eyes that 
jaded, indifferent, mechanical look peculiar to pub 
lie performers. 

*'Now steps forth from among the dancers beneath 
the canopy a thin, oval-faced, old-looking young 
man in a white shirt, red sash and canvas slippers; 
dangling from his lower lip is the end of a cigarette. 

* 'Suddenly he claps his hands together, and, amid 
shouts of 'Encore!' 'Lola!' 'Julio!' the dance begins 
again. The girl's white-brown arms sway and wave 
about her head in perfect balance. Julio leaps for- 
ward to meet her, and as suddenly retires; she re- 
treats, and again he springs forward, always in time 
to the castanets; their hands seem to touch, but do 
not. They encircle, they turn, they pose, accom- 
panied by the chwang-twang of the half-dozen gui- 
tars which weave the pattern of the dance, and 
finally they end suddenly, with a mighty clash, and 
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everyone laughs and shouts at the two dancers, stand- 
ing motionless, with outstretched hands, in the mid- 
dle of the floor. 

**Now a new burst from the guitars, and they are 
off again. The man seems of india-rubber and on 
springs. She is his match. Her dress sways allur- 
ingly; Julio pursues her. She retreats; her eyes 
flash at him over her shoulder, her lips are parted 
lightly, her teeth gleam, her breath comes pant- 
ingly. She wheedles him with her pale-brown, satiny 
arms, bare to the shoulders, and reaches towards him; 
again he pursues her. 

**And so the dance progresses in and out, retreat- 
ing and pursuing, while the smoke rises in rings, the 
lights gleam, the castanets emphasise the measure 
like the pattering of summer hail. 

* 'Suddenly she pauses before the bench whereon I 
am sitting, and with a quick motion, flings her 
handkerchief in my lap, and, amid loud crios and 
stamping of feet, closes the dance. Canes thump on 
the floor; there is the scratching of matches and 
the lighting of many cigarettes. 

"I hold the strongly-scented handkerchief, won- 
dering what I am to do with it. She does not glance 
towards me. I turn to my Paplo, who looks sidewise 
at me with a leer. 

^'^ Eh, senor, cet ees to marg the favour of thee. 
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fenorita/ he whispers. Ah must put ah, in a thee's 
hankcheef thee geeft.'' 

"I am, in short, selected by the senorita as the one 
who shall make her a present. Ostentatiously I knot 
up a small gold coin in my own handkerchief, which 
I offer with the best grace at my command. 

"And now, down the steep steps to the street. How 
cool the night air is, and how grateful to i,he nostrils! 
The foimtain is flashing musically in the square; the 
rug-shop is shut, and the shadow is black where I 
know the door to be. 

"We meet a priest in a shovel-hat, and a boy carry- 
ing an incense-burner, returning from the last mo- 
ments of some imfortunate, perhaps; I smell the in- 
cense for squares after their footsteps are no longer 
heard. 

"The market is deserted as we pass; the line of 
mules that stamp there by day are gone. How white 
the stones shine in the moonlight. A watchman comes 
out from a dark gateway to scrutinise us, and calls 
out in a clear, bell-like voice, a word which is an- 
swered somewhere in the dusky distance. 

"The porter, pattering over the glazed tiles, re- 
ceives us with a yawn, and after I have stumbled up 
the stairway with my inch of candle, I hear Paplo 
and the porter discussing me in low tones imder th^ 
archway, 

'* *How much did Senor Americfmo giy^?' 
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"To wliich my faithful Paplo answers, hoarsely: 

" *A gold piece, and I get half.' 

*'The filmy, strongly-scented handkerchief of the 
lithe-limbed dancing-girl lies before me on the table; 
the perfume fills the room; somewhere in the distance 
tinkles a guitar. 

"Heigho! Twelve o'clock. The casa in old Se- 
ville." 

And as the artist saw the bolero danced in the 
home of the orange and olive, so Major Leonidas 
Green and Antonio gazed upon the same weird spec* 
tacle under the flat roof of a Lima house. 

Carmen was a beauty beyond compare, and her 
graceful motions aroused the most tremendous en- 
thusiasm among those who looked on and smoked. 

Even Major Green felt inclined to clap his hands 
when the bewitching Spanish dancer had retired for 
a breathing spell. There was nothing vulgar about 
the dance; it was the very poetry of graceful mo- 
tiolis, and might have been witnessed by any lover of 
the opera without a shock to propriety. 

A salvo of applause; cries of "Bravo, C^urmen" 
and "Bravo, Pepito," resounded; the myriad of sparks 
glowed, new cigarettes were lighted, and the pleased 
audience waited for the concluding part of the pro- 
gramme* 

The major had seen the dancer glance towards him 
several times, and wondered whether she could possi- 
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bly remember him. True, he had been selected as 
her victim two years before in Seville, and had her 
delicate handkerchief still among his souvenirs as 
the offset to a gold piece he had tossed to her; but she 
would hardly recollect him among the scores who 
had been similarly trapped to pay a forfeit to her 
graceful revolutions. 

What then— was he marked for the dupe again on 
this occasion? Be it so, one must pay the penalty 
when desirous of seeing the lions, even in Lima. 

Ah! the music again picked up, and Carmen reap- 
peared, looking more fascinating than ever, since the 
colour glowed in her olive cheeks, and her black 
eyes sparkled with excitement. 

'^Again she held them mute with her amazing skill; 
she pirouetted and whirled, and stood upon her toes, 
after the manner of a premier danseuse. She used 
her arms, and waved the many-coloured sash in a 
manner that would have done credit to Loie Fuller, 
or any other famous skirt-dancer. They watched her 
agile form and handsome face as though under a 
spell. 

At length the music ceased. 

The dance was done. 

Down into the major's lap fell the flimsy web of a 
handkerchief from the hand of the dancer, accom- 
panied by a meaning look from her flashing black 
^es. 
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Then Carmen^ breathing convulsively after her 
late exertions, dropped upon a chair. The crowd 
waited to see the tall foreigner with the grey mous- 
tache and military bearing wrap a golden coin in 
his own handkerchief and present it to the queen of 
the bolero, receiving in return a bright smile and a 
bow, after which came a rush for the door. 

"Major Green was in no hurrj'-. Carmen and the 
guitar players had vanished behind the curtain; 
Antonio stood by the door awaiting him, but the sol- 
dier, finding the coast comparatively clear, walked 
over to one of the smoke-enshrouded lamps and 
calmly proceeded to extract from the filmy hand- 
kerchief of the dancer the piece of paper she had 
tied up in it during the break in the bolero. 
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THE MAJOR MAKES A BARGAIN. 

When the gauzy handkerchief landed in his Ian 
Major Green knew there was a communication of 
some sort knotted in its filmy folds; but believing it 
might only prove to be the stereotyped billet doux 
of a bold Spanish dancer^ intended for one whom she 
had fancied might prove to be a generous admirer, 
he felt no quickening of the pulse as he proceeded 
to open the loose knot. 

True enough, a crumpled piece of paper lay snugly 
enfolded within. This he smoothed out, and then 
endeavoured to read. Unfortunately, with all his 
travellings, and the smattering he had of various 
languages, Major Green was a poor hand at reading 
Spanish. 

He scowled at the note for a minute, turned it up- , 
side down, caught a word or two, saw the signature 
hastily scrawled beneath— "Carmen''— and finally, 
in despair, glanced around. 

Where was Antonio? In this breach he were worth 
a thousand pocket dictionaries such as the modern 
tourist carries around with him. 

As luck would have it Antonio stood by the door, 
watching him out of the corner of his eye very slyly, 
17 (257) 
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for Antonio guessed the nature of the communica- 
tion to be based on love, and he was curious to see 
how the woman-hater— as he belieyed Green to be— 
would take it. 

He appeared to be deeply interested in the odd 
drop-curtain, but when the major had repeated his 
name several times, the cicerone awoke from his 
brown study and advanced. 

Green clapped the missive into his hand. 

"You are a scholar, by Jove! Translate that little 
jargon for me, there's a good fellow," he said. 

Antonio grinned, but nevertheless set about the 
task without delay. The more he scrutinised the 
crumpled paper the faster dropped ejaculations 
from his lips, until he seemed to be exhausting all 
the "per Baccoes" and other saints in the calendar. 

All of which caused Green to open his eyes, for he 
somehow or other realised that the missive must be 
something more than the ordinary lay of a siren to 
cause Antonio such distress. 

"Come, translate it. Perhaps I can add a few ex- 
clamations to your list when I know what it is all 
about. Now tell me." 

Antonio remembered that he was neglecting his 
business. 

"Your pardon, signer. Listen, then, and you shall 
it hear freely translated, for there are words I can- 
not decipher. The saints forgive such a lovely girl 
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for making a scrawl like this; but she was no doubt 
a hurry in. This, then, is what the paper says: 

*'* Senor, I remember you. Two years ago, in Se- 
ville, you threw me an English sovereign. A day 
later you saved a "yoimg man who was being beaten 
by two bold footpads, as was believed, under the 
OircUdiy or Cock Tower. That young man was my 
brother. I could not repay you then, but I made 
sure to remember your name, your face, waiting for 
the time to come. 

"* Senor, it is now. The blessed Virgin has given 
me the chance. Behold, how I seize it with •eager- 
ness and in the name of Juan. 

''^ Senor, you are in danger. I cannot now write 
all I would tell you. If you value your life find a 
way to see me when you leave this place. It con- 
cerns your mission to Peru. 

*" Senor, I shall leave here at exactly twelve by 
the clock; outside is a vehicle; I shall go in that to 
the hotel. Do not wait until to-morrow, for that 
may be too late. 

^** Senor, it is your life in the play. 

'' 'CARMEN.' " 

The major blew out a cloud of smoke— then he 
looked at Antonio. 

"Well, I understand now why you mixed your 
Italian and Spanish exclamations. That is enough to 
bring out all the ^car<yo$^ and ^carrambc^ in any 
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man's vocabulary. And what is more, I believe Rhe 
speaks the truth, for I did assist a young fellow un- 
der the Cock Tower in the way she mentions. Her 
brother— ahem! well, I may take that with a grain 
of allowance, for a pretty woman like Carmen usually 
has a score of them dancing attendance on her. But 
come, Antonio, my dear fellow, let us go outside and 
survey this vehicle she mentions. It may revive 
recollections of our amazing ride through Naples in 
the ducal carriage of my warm friend, the Duke of 
Padua." 

Antonio cast a look of superb admiration upon the 
Briton— indeed, it was a pleasure to be in the ser- 
vice of one so cool, so entertaining, no matter what 
the emergency might be. 

So together they walked to the door. Green cast 
one last look around the room so lately the scene of 
such confusion— the blue haze had lifted a trifle, and 
he could now actually see across the apartment. 
There was the gaudy curtain which screened the 
actors in the bolero ere they appeared before the 
audience, but when the divine CaiTnen had vanished 
the cigarette smokers had made a rush for the exit, 
and to all appearances Major Green and his cicerone 
had the house to themselves. 

Stay, there was one figure over yonder— a man 
dressed as a cabaUere, who seemed to have his head 
resting on his arms^ which in turn were supported by 
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the back of the bench in front of him— was he 
asleep, or had he remained after the hasty exit of 
the others in order to watch the Englishman take 
the note from the flimsy kerchief the dancer had 
tossed in his lap? 

Little Green cared; his roving life had doubtless 
created a dare-devil spirit within him, so that he 
reckoned an adventure or two of little moment, so 
long as he kept on the right side and maintained his 
honour. 

They reached the street. 

What a blessed relief after the smoke impregnated 
room where the guitars and the castanets had created 
music, accompanied by clapping of hands, snapping 
of fingers, and stamping. 

Major Green threw away his cigar— he never 
smoked when he had business on hand, unless with a 
desire to show his contempt for some canaille with 
whom he found himself in difficulty in the streets. 

The vehicle was there, sure enough, drawn up at 
the curb, just as she had written. 

He had surveyed it keenly— a rather old-fashioned 
affair, but comfortable withal. 

Major Green had an idea he could manage the two 
fiery steeds harnessed to this chariot— they looked 
capable of making something like six miles an hour 
clip— at any rate, he was willing to risk his life iti 
the attempt. ^ 
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Hence, his next move was to turn his eyes upon the 
driver, who stood leaning against the door of his 
vehicle, doubtless awaiting the coming of the charm- 
ing dancer whom it was his nightly duty to see 
safely to her fonda. 

The man was tall— he wore a long coat with the 
regulation cape attached. Splendid! if he did not 
know to the contrary, Green might have imagineil 
himself back in London, and the man before him a 
cabby such as may nightly be found haunting tlie 
Strand, High Holborn, Oxford Street and Picca- 
dilly. 

Well and good. If a bargain could only be struck 
between them, what more would he ask? 

He consulted his watch. It lacked just ten min- 
utes of midnight. At twelve Carmen would appear, 
to enter her chariot and be whirled away. 

Ten minutes may seem a very small space of time 
to the condemned criminal standing in the shadow of 
the gallows, or an eternity to the lover awaiting an 
answer to his plea, but to an energetic man like 
Major Green it presented just enough time to accom- 
plish an undertaking of this sort. 

He went up to the lounging driver, and summoning 
his Spanish to the fore, saluted him. 

The other replied brusquely, and it was evident 
that, to gain his point, Green would have to depend 
more upon the chink of the gold pieces in his hand 
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than his ability to work upon the good-nature of the 
Jehu. 

So he sang his little carol, and the burden of his 
lay was to the effect that he had made a foolish wager 
with his friend that he would drive the people's 
favourite, Senorita Carmen, to her hotel that night. 

The driver aroused himself. When he stood up he 
was very nearly as tall as Green. Seeing he liad 
awakened a possible romantic interest in the matter, 
the major proceeded to declare that the amount of 
the wager was half a score of pesos, which stake he 
would gladly place in the hand of the driver on con- 
dition that he lent him his hat and coat and called 
for the team at the hotel in an hour's time. 

Once Green imagined he saw the man's hand steal 
towards his belt, under the coat, as though he were 
about to draw a weapon; but whatever the notion 
that influenced him, it seemed to be supplanted by 
another for he thrust out his hand and said, in a 
voice husky with emotion, that Green could not 
understand: 

"Senor, I accept. Give me the ten pesos." 

The silver speedily tickled his palm, and no sooner 
was it safe in his pocket than he threw his hat and 
coat on the grounrd and rushed down the casa in a 
manner that rather amazed the doughty warrior. 

"Here, Antonio, help me on with these things. What 
do you make of that fellow?" demanded the major. 
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*^Por Dios! as these people say, he is either mad, 
or else wishes to settle a long-standing debt. Ten 
pesos'—it is a noble sum in Lima, signor," re- 
turned the cicerone, whereat Green laughed aloud. 

*^Mad he may be, but not the other. More likely 
he suddenly remembered some little game where his 
ten pesos might, by rare good luck, be doubled, and 
he rushed off to enter before it was too late. I know 
his kind well. They run to pay a debt? Oh, you 
really give me a pain in the region of my heart, 
Antonio." 

**0n second thoughts, signoi*, I am sure you are 
right, and that he has hastened a game to enter.'* 

**Well, how do I look now?" 

The Italian threw up his arms in a suggestive way, 
so characteristic of his race. 

"It is one superb resemblance. Man Dieu! if the 
signer were to disguise his voice a little more, and 
conceal his face with the collar of the coat, I do 
declare my honour on, I could not tell him the 
driver from." 

"Enough. My aim will be accomplished then. 
Antonio, I leave you to your own devices. Till we 
meet again, adieu!" 

"The signer will be very cautious to took out for 
our little mouse that may be lurking in ze game. 
Whenever a woman has to do there is danger." 

"Fie upon you for a suspicious old bachelor^ Aq- 
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tonio! Joking aside, I intend to keep my eyes about 
me, so don't borrow trouble. It is close to the hour. 
Hark! there a clock chimes. Get thee hence, Anto- 
nio, and wish me great luck.'' 

So the doughty major stood there leaning up 
against the carriage— which w^as an open affair, some- 
thing the landau in build— and waited for the coming 
of the dancer. 

This was but another episode in his existence, and 
would form only a link in the long chain of adven- 
tures marking his checkered career. 

At all events, he was bound to discover what Car- 
men knew of his mission and the danger menacing 
him. Thus a minute passed away. Then came a sil- 
very laugh, a form ran from the doorway, and the 
charming Spanish woman was beside him. 
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THE MAN WHO DROVE CABMBN'S LANDAU* 

Carmen was bundled in a cloak that came up in the 
shape of a hood and covered her head. Perhaps the 
edges of this interfered a trifle with her vision, or it 
may be the soldier of fortime, clad in the coat and 
hat of the driver, so closely resembled that person- 
age as to call for nothing more than a casual glance 
from her. 

To make assurance doubly sure, the major kept his 
face partly concealed in the shadow of his head 
gear. 

The charming dancer made some passing remark to 
him as. he gallantly assisted her into the vehicle, but 
not daring to trust his voice in reply, Green gave 
only a grunt. 

No doubt Carmen must have considered him to be 
in a very sullen humour. 

Another moment and Green was upon the box. 

He gathered up the lines and took the whip in his 
hand, for if one could judge from appearances, those 
steeds would need an introduction to this instrument 
of torture ere they could be induced to do their best. 

Green was no novice in the art. 

An English gentleman usually knows how to man^ 
(366) 
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age horses, and the major had had experiences under 
many a sun. 

They were oflF. 

He cast one glance round, a cautious look, and saw 
that Carmen had nestled in the cushions of the back 
seat. He also became aware of the fact that she was 
watching him in a peculiar way, as though some- 
thing about his actions had aroused her suspicions. 

Good heavens! could she believe he was drunk? 

Unconsciously the major stiffened himself up as 
though he had a ramrod down his back. 

He paid strict attention to those horses, and began 
to ply the goad with telling effect. 

Possibly they realised that they had a master at 
the other end of the lines, for they seemed to de- 
velop a speed one would never have thought they 



The landau swayed from side to side as the horses 
sprang forward. 

Major Green was doing well. 

One thing he speedily realised, however. 

His knowledge of the Spanish- American capital 
was extremely limited, seeing that he had only been 
within its borders a few hours. 

When he started from the building in which the 
bolero was held, he believed he knew a direct course 
to the hotel. 

Ere three minutes had gone he was not quite so 
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positive, and by the time five had elapsed there was 
only one thing he was certain about, which consisted 
of the fact that he was lost. 

Still he kept on, though allowing the whip to re- 
main idle, since the horses were doing well. 

This portion of the city was quite unfamiliar to 
him, but that mattered little. He could keep turning 
to the left, and continuing to make lessening circles 
all the while. By the time he had travelled over 
two-thirds of the city, possibly he would begin to get 
his bearings, and be in a position to discover the hotel. 

No doubt this was the reasoning of a philosopher, 
but he did not count on one thing. 

This was Carmen herself. 

The major was paying strict attention to his wild 
steeds when he felt a plucking at his arm. 

Then a voice said in Spanish c 

^^Carissima! what ails you to-night, Juan? This is 
not the way to the fonda^ and you know it as well 
as I. Perhaps I can suspect the truth. You are jeal- 
ous—you would do me harm. Beware! you forget I 
have a revolver, and that I know how to use it. 
Turn down the casa to the right; it will take us to 
the hotel. Do you hear me, madman?" 

Yes, he heard very distinctly, and what was more 
to the point, he readily discovered the little weapon 
that glimmered in the faint illumination proceeding 
from the carriage-lamps. 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAR SINISTER. 269 

Good for Carmen! 

He admired her grit and concluded that Juan had 
better keep on his guard when dealing with the beau- 
tiful Spanish dancer. 

Major Green's first act was to draw upon the lines, 
bringing the horses into a walk, for which favour the 
poor beasts were no doubt grateful. 

Then he took off his hat and turned his head. 

"Senorita, you see I have found a way to gain an 
interview with you,'' he said, calmly. 

Carmen uttered a cry of surprise— it came within 
an ace of being a shriek. 

^^Por Dios! You— yow here?" she ejaculated, still 
kneeling on the front seat of the landau and staring 
at the military man's face, so close to her own. 

**Why not?" he said, nonchalantly, as though it 
were the commonest thing in the world for a man to 
assume the habiliments of a driver and take charge 
of the vehicle in which the adorable Carmen rode to 
her hotel. 

**But, sir, you astoimd me— you here, and wearing 
Juan's coat, his hat!" she said, huskily. 

"True, they are not an elegant fit, but they an- 
swered my purpose, and I mean to have ten pesos 
worth out of them to-night, senorita," said the man 
on the box. 

"Ten pesos— what do you mean^ senor? Am I to 
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believe you purchased them for that sum, and from 
Juan?'' * 

**0h, no! simply hired them for an hour, to be re- 
turned at the hotel/' 

She laughed. There was something harsh and 
strained in the sound. 

'^JSola! it is a rare joke— I never heard its equal. 
You tell me you borrowed these from Juan for ten 
pesos; did he know why?" 

**0f course, not fully. I merely said I had laid a 
wager to drive you home." 

"Amazing— and he agreed?" 

"Well, yes; he took the pesos, flung the coat on the 
ground and fled." 

"Tell me, senor, was he confused— angry?" she 
asked, eagerly. 

"Why on earth should he be— it isn't every night 
a Lima Jehu has his palm crossed with ten pesos. 
What makes you imagine he should be put out by 
such good fortune?" 

"Oh, it was not that! Juan like reals and pesos 
as well as the next one, but it was the fact of your 
being alone with me," naively. 

"Ahem! what business is it of his, senorita?" 

"He is so very jealous." 

"The deuce, you say! I had no idea he was your 
lover, this driver!" 

"Senor, that is not the worst." 
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**What is there more?" 

^^Cospita! Juan is my husband?" 

At that the major threw up both hands. 

''Confusion! what hare I done? I wouldn't have 
come between a man and his wife for all the world. 
That isn't my way, senorita. Let us then reach the 
hotel as speedily as possible, and make peace with 
Juan, even if I have to show him the note you wrote, 
warning me of a deadly danger He will believe— 
he must believe that I have not meant to wrong him." 

**Yes, he cannot raise his hand against you, senor, 
since he owes his life to your bravery." 

''His life?" 

"You remember— in Seville—" 

"Under the Cock Tower?" 

"Yes, Juan was he whom you assisted when men 
you believed to be thieves, but who were really po- 
litical assassins, attacked him." 

"Ahem! your brother, I believe, senorita." 

She laughed. 

"We do not care people to know the truth. As a 
senorita I can draw more pesetas than if the public 
knew that I was married. But, senor, we have ten 
minutes ere we reach the hotel. I can tell you what 
I wish in that time." 

"Yes, and if necessary I may induce the horses to 
go slower. You have aroused my curiosity. Please 
proceed, senorita/' said Green, 
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** After all there is not a great deal to tell. I do 
not understand fully what it means, but you will 
know whether the danger is real or imaginary." 

**Senor, only three days ago there left this city a 
party of men, whose avowed purpose was to look into 
the mining country in the interests of a syndicate of 
English and American capitalists headed, they 
claimed by Cecil Rhodes and the king of the Kaffir 
South African gold-fields, Barney Bamato. 

"There is no need of my telling you who these men 
were, and what their real mission, for you know 
better than I do." 

"When they went away from Lima, senor, one was 
left behind— the French officer. It was his duty to 
lie in wait here, letting his comrades do the work 
of discovering the hidden treasure, while he kept on 
the watch for your coming. 

"Should you appear he was to send a messenger to 
warn the others, and himself keep track of you. 

"It was a strange freak of fortune that put this 
intelligence in my hands. I will not bother telling 
how I learned it. Suffice it for you to know that j 
recognised your name as that of the English sol- 
dier who had saved Juan in Seville. 

"To him I said nothing; but all the same I was 
determined to pay back the debt we owed you. 
What think you, senor?" 

"That I am under a thousand obligations to you. 
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Though I was already on my guani, I am glad to 
know these facts. My first duty shall be to make 
my peace with Juan.'* 

^^Caramba! that is already done, senor," said a 
low voice that gave the major a starts and brought a 
half stifled scream from Carmen, 

Both of them glanced towards the point from 
whence the words proceeded, and were amazed to 
discover the figure of a man, bare-headed and coat- 
less, lounging upon the back seat of the landau— a 
man who held in his hand a shining dagger, which he 
had evidently intended using upon the bold Briton. 

It was Juan. 

The jealous Spaniard had doubtless run behind the 
vehicle, and watching his opportunity, climbed over 
the back unseen by either of the occupants. 

He had heard all. 

Major Green, as his eyes alighted upon the cruel 
weapon— such a favourite in Spanish hands— could 
not but congratulate himself upon the fact that, 
after all, "honesty is the best policy." 

He impulsively held out his hand. 

"Juan, are we friends?" 

The Spaniard had forgotten his jealousy. He at 
once sprang forward and met the other's advance. 

"To you I owe my life— I did not dream of it. I am 
sorry for my suspicions. Yes, we are friends— on one 
condition, senor." 
18 
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"Ah! what is that?" 

'*That you allow me to have a share in this mysteri- 
ous search for treasure, which I do not understand, 
but long to be connected with the enterprise. You 
will need men— it is hard to get those you may trust 
in Lima. Then say, *Yes,* senor, I pray you." 

The major hesitated only a moment; then realised 
that this was a splendid opportunity to augment his 
force with a reliable man. 

'*Y?Tiat say you, senorita?" he asked. 

^^Vamos! he will not turn his back on a foe— of 
that I give you my word," replied the dancer, with 
some eagerness. 

"Consider it settled. Here, Juan, take your coat. 
Mine is underneath, with my soft hat in a pocket. 
Drive us to the hotel. Over a bottle we will talk— you 
shall know the whole story, and when morning comes 
meet my friends, Hugh Allan and his lovely wife, 
together with our faithful Antonio." 

Juan speedily brought them to the door of the 
caravansary. 

Antonio, lounging near by, was puzzled and amazed 
to see the major assist Carmen out of the vehicle, 
after which he was joined by the driver, and the 
trio passed within the hotel like old friends. 

It was an hour ere the major left them, and during 
that time he had entertained them with as charming 
a story as it falls to the lot of the common herd to 
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hear but once in a lifetime. The maitre (Photel had 
made them comfortable in a small room where strict 
privacy could be insured, and the wine, though of 
Spanish make, was at least ice-cold, for the ice-ma- 
chine had reached Lima. 

Commencing with his receipt of the old sea-cap- 
tain's letter, he told everything, not even excepting 
Hugh's bold mission to Naples, the visit to Campo 
Santo Yecchio, the daring elopement from the clois- 
ter, the running of the gauntlet past the guns of Cas- 
telli dell 'Ovo, and finally Allan's plunge into the 
Mediterranean. 

The Spaniards are a romance-loving people— even 
Cervantes failed to eliminate this trait with his 
clever satire of the melancholy Enight of de la 
Mancha, Don Quixote. 

Hence, it may be readily understood that both 
Juan and Carmen were deeply interested in the 
soldier's story— they fairly held their breath at times, 
as they hung upon some critical point of the narra- 
tive. 

When Green separated from them he had won two 
ardent allies, and while Juan would accompany the 
expedition, Carmen might prove useful in Lima. 

They eagerly awaited the morning, when it was 
arranged they should meet Hugh and Eulalie. 

Perhaps, under ordinary conditions, the Bohemian 
might not have fancied introducing his wife to a 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



276 -4 BAR SINISTER. 

public dancer of the bolero; but Carmen was no 
ordinary woman, and one could never believe, meet- 
ing her in her everyday dress, that this demure lady 
was the same bewitching houri, whose agile steps had 
charmed hundreds of audiences in the past. 

Besides, when Major Green took upon himself the 
responsibility of an introduction, it could be set 
down as certain that the object was worthy. 

The major was a busy man for several days. 

He carried out his part to perfection, and was so 
thoroughly believed by the officials of the city, that 
they offered him all assistance. 

By degrees arrangements were perfected, supplies 
bought, mules sent forward on the Oroya railroad 
for the Andes terminus, and men engaged. 

To everyone was confided the fact that they were 
seeking geological specimens, and no surprise was 
created, for such devotion of scientific students was 
not unknown in Peru. 

Even at the public table our friends talked of the 
professional results of their intended trip, for how 
could they tell but that the garcon who waited on 
them might be a secret agent or a spy. 

Major Green visited numerous stores in his line of 
business. Fortunately, they had brought many things 
with them, so that it was not necessary to depend 
absolutely on the shops of Lima. 

Everywhere he kept an eye out for Colonel Napo* 
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leon Dupuy, the man who had been left behind to 
watch them. 

That the latter was on deck he soon discovered, 
but it was not difficult for Green to give him the slip 
when he desired, since the Gaul had evidently sent a 
messenger after his party to tell them the news, 
and believed it to be his duty to simply see when 
they left Lima and follow after. 

One thing the major did— it was at the suggestion of 
Eulalie, and indeed they were indebted to her shrewd 
woman wit for numerous valuable hints from time to 
time. 

He sought out the jeweller whose name was signed 
to the paper which the sea captain had sent in his 
letter. 

Aurelo Gomez was the name, and his establishment, 
if not the finest in Lima, had an air of solid respect- 
ability about it that told of prosperity. 

The proprieter himself waited on Major Green. 

He was a small gentleman, with keen eyes and 
business-like qualities. 

The major took out his paper. 

"Your pardon, Senor Gomez, but am I right in 
believing that you gave this document to an old sea 
captain, an American, quite a number of months 
ago?" 

The jeweller recognised the document, and looked 
a trifle uneasy. 
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Perhaps his conscience upbraided him, for the ruby 
was really worth more than twice what he paid for it. 

"Was the stone not his property?" he asked 
quickly. 

"Oh, yes; no one can dispute it. Curiosity to learn 
its fate leads me to inquire— I assure you that is all." 

"Then I confess to signing that paper," returned 
the jeweller, visibly relieved. 

"Of course this stone has not remained in your 
stock all this time?" 

"I sold it within a week to a gentleman very near 
the president, whose wife has a passion for rubies. 
He desired to present it to her on the anniversary of 
their marriage." 

"Thank you. I had a slender hope of being able to 
see it again." 

"Well, senor, since you have assured me there was 
nothing wrong in the transaction—" 

"Not the least. It belonged to the captain." 

"I do not mind telling you that through a peculiar 
freak of fortune the ruby is in my possession this 
day. An hour ago, senor, the gent eman who bought 
it came to me and desired the setting strengthened." 

"What a singular coincidence! Would you mind 
letting me see it— touch it, perhaps?" 

"Certainly not." 

Presently the jeweller returned, holding in his 
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hand a small box bound in black yelyet, opening 
which he took out a lady's pin. 

There, surrounded by small diamonds, was a royal 
ruby, the size of one's little finger-tip. 

It was a beautiful stone, and handsomely set. 

Major Green took it in his fingers, and the eontact 
produced a most peculiar sensation. 

It recalled the strange history of the ruby. In 
imagination he could see it glowing in the crown of 
the Peruvian Inca hundreds of years ago, before the 
coming of Pizarro; then followed the hasty burial in 
the old mine to avoid the avaricious greed of the 
Spanish invaders, where it had lain low these cen- 
turies, xmtil, by a strange freak of fortune. Captain 
Griswold had actually stumbled upon the treasure- 
trove. 

All these things came into the soldier's brain as he 
stood there holding in his hand the glorious ruby 
that seemed to blaze as with inward fire, a fit jewel 
for a royal brow. 

What a strange story it could tell if gifted with the 
power of speech. 

Major Green heaved a sigh of relief. 

More than ever now did he believe in the amazing 
story of the old sailor, and that somewhere in the 
heart of the Andes the balance of the Inca's fabulous 
treasure-trove lay in darkness, awaiting their com- 
ing. 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



280 A BAB 8imbTEB. . 

His zeal received new inspiration and high, in- 
deed, must be the barrier that could keep him from 
the goal. 

So he handed back the ruby, and thanked the 
jeweller for his courtesy. 

Senor Gomez guessed there was a story of some sort 
connected with the jewel, and he gave several hints 
that he would not be unwilling to hear it; but the 
major could not tell the true tale, and was averse to 
drawing upon his imagination to fill the gap, so he 
quietly bade the jeweller good-day and departed. 

His news, when imparted to the others, gave them 
solid satisfaction, for, however much faith they may 
have felt in the story of Eulalie's grand-sire, this 
tangible proof was the best foundation they had yet 
run across upon which to build golden chateaux 
d'Espagne. 

Hugh was arousing himself, and began to show that 
he still possessed his oldtime vigour of intellect— not 
that his love grew less; but as the days went by the 
young couple learned that true afifection is that 
which is lacking in outward demonstration—that 
after all, still waters run deepest. A look, a word, 
a tender clasp of the hand— such things often mean 
more than the noisy outward show which some per- 
sons exhibit in public. 

There remained nothing else to be done that the 
major could think of. The chart had been conned 
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until Eulalie knew their intended course as well as 
they themselves, and the routine of their intended 
trip so mapped out that she could tell just where they 
would camp, barring accidents, each night. 

So the eventful day came, when goodbyes were 
said, when the train steamed out of Lima, and our 
argonauts started after the Golden Fleece. 
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BOOK FOUR. 

THE TREASURE-TROVE OF THE INrAft 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THE HEART OF THE ANDSa 

A week had passed. 

Seven days. 

In the heart of the mountains a little caravan was 
making its way along, exercising every care so that 
their presence might not become generally known, 
for numerous tribes of Indians dwell along the 
slopes of the Andes, through Ecuador and Peru, some 
of them speaking dialects descended from the an- 
cient Incas, and on numerous occasions it has been 
asserted and proved that cannibalism is practised 
among these bandaSy who solemnly affirm that "it is 
better to be in a friend than in the black earth." 

The mainstay of the expedition was, of course, the 
mule. Everything accomplished in the Cordillera it 
done through this sagacious animal. Without his 
presence all would be chaos, as every traveller 
over the Andes has found. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAH SINISTER, 283 

One may doubt his efficiency in the start, but there 
comes a confidence that grows with each danger 
bridged through the sagacity of the beast, and a 
confidence, be it remarked with emphasis, that is 
never betrayed. 

The mule has seldom been immortalised in poetry 
or song, but those who have depended on him for a 
long journey must feel grateful to the sturdy beast. 
He is the motive power of the country— the baggage, 
freight, passenger, express and fast limited train of 
the land. He is the civil engineer, knows an unsafe 
bridge, and the depth of every mudhole and creek by 
the smelling of it. Besides he is the only standard 
authority on distance from tambo to tambo. 

In following a mountain trail, winding and climb- 
ing around bold precipices, with thousands of feet 
below and above him, he always walks on the out- 
termost edge of the path, mattering not whether the 
way is narrow or wide; and it would seem, at first, 
that in this he erred; but a little experience and ac- 
quaintance shows his theory to be correct, for he 
avoids better the falling stones from above, and can 
escape the meeting of other mules in narrow defiles, 
making it difficult to pass, and not allow his cargo, 
be it either a pack or rider, to hit against the 
rocks and cause him to lose his balance. At first, 
the distrust in one's mule leads him to get off and 
walk in all bad and dangerous places, but it does 
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not take long to learn that the safest place is on 
his back. 

Besides the major, the Bohemian, Antonio, and the 
Spaniard, Juan, there were, all told, a dozen in the 
party, not counting a number of lazy choloSy or 
half-breeds, whose duty it was to care for the mules; 
but who spent most of their time in secret matching 
of coins, and endeavouring to get up some sort of 
fights or races between animals, or reptiles, it 
mattered little to them. 

Having crossed the summit of the Andes, they were 
now on that side where tropical vegetation was to 
be found in abundance. 

The warm streams trickling down the side of the 
Andean chain served as feeders for the mighty Ama- 
zon. Everywhere great trees reared their lofty 
heads around, and trailing vines sometimes compelled 
a liberal use of the keen machetes, so well suited to 
this purpose, in order to clear a path. Snakes, 
vipers, tarantulas, and centipedes crawled in the 
undergrowth or dropped from the branches— it was a 
Paradise for them. (Jreat numbers of bats and but- 
terflies were seen, myriad swarms of insects tattooed 
the hides of the travellers, and helped to make life 
miserable. 

In the warm waters were fish, alligators, and 
numerous species of turtles. Duck and snipe could 
be shot at will, and frequently served as an adjunct 
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to the camp mess. On the grassy hillsides wild 
horses and deer grazed, and at sunset they could 
be seen descending to drink in the ravines. 

Richly-pliunaged parrots swarmed on the red berry 
bushes and made the air hideous with their incessant 
jabbering. Beautiful birds flew from tree to tree, 
while variegated humming birds sipped the nectar 
from the flowers. 

Overhead soared the condor, that giant of the 
Andes, wild vicunas, noted for their fine fur, were 
seen upon the lofty sierras, but in the lower ranges 
prowled innumerable monkeys, jaguars, and other 
animals. 

In twelve hours the expedition had gone from the 
frigid to the torrid zone, while descending the slope; 
at daybreak, they were almost frozen amid the 
eternal snows above, and, ere night came, sweltered 
in the humid heat of the valley below. 

Now even this latter had been left behind, to the 
relief of all, and they were moving along the side of 
the mountain range just above the limit of this 
dense growth. 

The major and Hugh had often consulted together, 
and it was their united opinion that they were now 
very close to the lost mine. 

Of course, this fact caused them considerable satis- 
faction—at the same time it affected their nerves to 
Bome extent, for while the major was an old travel* 
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ler, and used to taking things philosophically as he 
found them, the prospect of speedily looking upon 
the fabled treasures of a lost race—yes, and gather- 
ing in the Golden Fleece as legitimate spoils— caused 
his steady heart to beat with more than its accus- 
tomed vigour. 

All had gone well. 

Their men could not suspect the truth. 

From time to time the comrades had seemed to be 
deeply interested in the various geological form- 
ation of the country, and brought scores of specimens 
into camp which the Bohemian gravely labelled with 
names— taken at random from a little vade mecum on 
geology which he carried— that were almost as 
weighty as the samples. 

Those who accompanied them believed they had a 
splendid thing, receiving princely pay and having 
little to do. 

They hoped the expedition would be continued 
indefinitely, and were prepared to give battle to 
any tribe of the mountains that might dare oppose 
their advance. 

It was, perhaps, an hour or so before the usual 
time of their camping, when the major brought his 
mule alongside that over which the newspaper man 
presided. 

Green presented rather a strange appearance, with 
his long legs almost reaching the ground on eithev 
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side of his sturdy little beast, a canvas helmet upon 
his heady and over his shoulders the inevitable 
poncho, a coarse square blanket of gaudy colors, with 
a slit in the centre for the head, a coat well suited 
to the lazy cholos and peons of Peru, since work is 
impossible when wearing one. Little he cared for 
looks, so long as he felt comfoi'table. 

As he came alongside, Hugh knew he had some 
communication of importance to make, and could, 
perhaps, make a good guess as to its nature. 

During the earlier part of the journey Hugh had 
been rather irritable and gloomy. Perhaps this was 
the effect of being separated from his better half, 
or possibly the miserable delays that balked them 
in the beginning had something to do with it. 

As they drew nearer the locale of their hopes, this 
feeling gradually wore off, until now the newly- 
fledged Benedict was himself, and acted like a rea- 
sonable human being. 

"In ten minutes I shall give the signal to go into 
camp," said the major, eagerly. 

''Then you believe we are near our destination?" 
asked Hugh. 

''I am perfectly sure of it. Everything has come 
just as the chart mentions. Look for yourself as you 
recall the features of the map. Here below is the 
zigzagHstream winding due east, its banks bordered 
with chonto palms. Beyond, the chain of the Andes 
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tower, great perpendicular cliffs rising a thousand 
feet or more. Glance over the smooth face of the one 
straight beyond. You see markings up there— three, 
four, five hundred feet above the level. What are 
they— the windows or ventanas made by the ancient 
sun worshippers ages ago, opening into rooms? No- 
tice how they rise like steps, or as a Frenchman 
would say, en echelon. It is almost incredible to 
conceive how they could ascend the apparently 
smooth face of those cliffs, and yet one can under- 
stand how safe they were up there from any foes. 

**But what I want you to do is to count the number 
of vents— ah, twenty-three, you say— do you remember 
the mysterious strokes on the top of the chart, of 
which we could make nothing, and which looked 
like steps— yes there was just twenty-three of them." 

The two comrades exchanged looks. 

**It begins to feel real,'' muttered Hugh hoarsely, 
and what Bohemian, who for years had wrestled with 
an outrageous fortune at so much per column, would 
not have felt curious thrills of mingled ecstasy and 
alarm pass over his nervous system at the prospect of 
an amazing find just within reach? 

The major seemed as cool as the eternal snows tliat 
capped the highest peaks of the Andes— old Cotopaxi, 
with his icy crown, could not have given him points 
if appearance went for aught. 

**At any rate, my dear boy, we'll soon know the 
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truth, whether fortune deigns to smile upon our 
humble efforts, or if we have been hugging a chimera 
to our hearts for weeks. This is the spot the old cap- 
tain marked out—he has been here, and it remains 
for us to discover the rest. I shall proceed to give 
the order to go into camp." 

A few minutes later the notes of a bugle sounded, 
and the little cavalcade ceased to push forward, but 
went into camp on the slope of the Andes. 
19 
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DEFYING THE GHOSTLY GUARDIANS OF THE LOaT ^INK 

The treasure-seekers had made all preparations in 
advance, so that when the critical hour arrived 
there should be no hitch in the proceedings. 

All specimens thus far secured had been wrapped 
in cloth and placed in canvas bags, which were then 
tied up securely and sealed. 

Everyone about the camp had seen this done, and 
there was not the slightest curiosity about the con- 
tents of these half-dozen bags. Though precious in 
the eyes of the specimen hunters, none of the attend- 
ants would have given a real apiece for the diminu- 
tive sacks. 

Thus, it will be seen, the way was clear to substitute 
the treasure, sealed up in similar sacks, in place of 
the geological specimens, and no man about the camp 
would be the wiser. 

What could be more shrewd tiian this? The major 
felt that he had used as much diplomacy about hii 
various arrangements as would be necessary to out- 
wit a rival army. 

Having done all that lay within mortal power, they 
could rest on their oars. The balance depended on 
the finding of the spoils. 
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A busy scene it was, the camp at eventide, with 
cfiolos looking after the mules, cooks preparing sup- 
per over a couple of fires, and several others raising 
the canvas tents, which had thus far been their only 
shelter from snow and rain. 

As the leader of the Argosy was a military man^ 
affairs were conducted from that standpoint. Sent- 
ries had been posted at four points, and these would 
be relieved at certain intervals, just as the watch on 
board ship is changed. 

No one suspected any menacing danger, but Major 
Green did not mean to be caught napping, and a long 
life spent in contact with the savage nations of the 
world, Afghans, Mahdists, and Zulus, had taught him 
the need of eternal vigilance. 

The night had settled down. 

Hugh awaited the signal from the major, for they 
had agreed to make a move at once. Better to settle 
this matter in the start and ease their minds, since 
it was impossible to remain in the vicinity with the 
problem unsolved. 

Upon his person Allan had secured a knotted rope, 
which it might be necessary to use. 

As for the major, he carried candles. 

It was time to change the sentries. 

This duty Green took upon himself, and performed 
with systematic regularity, just a3 though he were 
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the officer in charge of the relief-guard at a military 
post. 

Meanwhile, Hugh had left the camp, quite unnoticed 
by anyone. 

He was presently joined by Green, the two having 
arranged a rendezvous. The moon had arisen in the 
east, and lighted up the face of the chalky cliffs with 
a peculiar, electric-like radiance. They could plain- 
ly see the rising lines of ventaiias each appearing 
like a black mark upon the wall of rock. Could the 
ghosts of the dark-skinned people who once occupied 
these elevated fortresses have hovered around the 
scenes of their earthly habitations, how indignant 
might these shades of the departed have been at such 
an intrusion. 

Some such thought may have visited Hugh's mind 
as he looked upon the scene, and remembered that 
the same old moon had once served as a nightly 
lantern to the ancient people who, centuries agone, 
lived and moved and had their being in this place, 
retreating to the cliff caves in time of danger. 

Probably two men could not have been found with 
less superstition in their natures than the comrades 
who stood there looking up at the cliffs; and yet there 
was an atmosphere surrounding their undertaking 
that somehow affected even such stoics in a peculiar 
way. 

The major had studied their programme so thorough- 
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ly that he knew just what ought to be done without 
wasting time. He led off, and Hugh was content to 
follow. 

In ten minutes they were moving along at the base 
of the cliflF, looking like a couple of spectres. Pres- 
ently Green came to a great mass of rock that, cent- 
uries back; during some gigantic convulsion of nature, 
had fallen. This had been marked upon the chart, 
and here they turned abruptly to the right, 

The cliff arose above them, its beetling crags out- 
lined against the sky. Straight on they walked, 
until it seemed as though they must bring up directly 
against this tremendous barrier. 

Hugh watched eagerly for the result. He did not 
hear his companion utter any magic words, but as 
the rock split to Ali Baba's **open sesame, "so a cleft 
suddenly appeared before their wondering vision. 

Thus far everything had come to pass exactly as the 
chart predicted, and their hearts beat high with hope. 

Into the yawning cleft they pushed, fearlessly. 

Bats flew out in swarms. 

Here was a deadly danger lest they should step 
upon some venonmous serpent, or else walk into the 
den of a jaguar. 

Major Green had no liking for such an alternative, 
and, halting, proceeded to light a candle. 

Although a poor apology for a light, since even the 
slightest draught made it flutter, still this served 
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better than nothing at all, and wouldi at least, give 
them some idea of what lay in their path. They re- 
solved, however, that when they came again it would 
be with a lantern. 

The rift in the mighty cliflf was narrow, so that in 
places they could have stretched out their hands and 
touched both cold walls. 

Above, around, all was inky darkness, save witinh 
the limited radius of their poor torch. Twice did 
the fluttering wings of a frightened bat or bird 
extinguish the candle, but the major, expecting such 
a catastrophe, had his match-safe ready, and lost no 
time in once more touching the wick with a flame. 

Still they pushed forward, into the very bowels of 
the mountain as it seemed. If this passage proved to 
be the only entrance and exit to the lost mine, what 
a story these walls could unfold, if gifted with speech. 

Step by step they went forward, the soldier in the 
van, holding his candle aloft with one hand, the other 
grasping a ready revolver, while his keen eyes 
searched every foot of ground ahead, looking for 
hidden dangers. 

It was a picture Hugh would remember all the 
remainder of his natural life— the walls stretching 
upon either hand to apparently meet overhead, the 
whirring shapes of evil that came spinning past on 
wings of terror, the well-trodden path, where, ages 
ago, patient toilers of the sun-god had plodded back 
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and forth, wearing away the sharp edges of stone, 
and above all, the stalwart figure of the brave-hearted 
Englishman, pushing fearlessly into the depths of the 
old mine, where possibly none but the spirits of a 
departed race had dwelt since the days of cruel 
Pizarro. 

Captain Griswold had made his entrance to the 
mine in another way, but his exit had been along this 
cleft in the rocky wall 

Having reached a sudden turn. Green came to a 
pause. Before him lay a vacuum, an unfathomable 
gulf, as it appeared. The major was not taken aback 
on account of this yawning opening— it had been ex- 
pected—the chart made mention of it, hence the 
knotted rope. 

**See, here are the remains of the rude stairs which 
those who worked the mine used. The accounts I 
have read of the monolithic stone figures and door- 
ways to be found in the ruins of the ancient Inca 
temples near Cuzco occur to me, and I can discover 
the same style of workmanship here, as if the hands 
that fashioned the one shaped the other. Atahualpa 
and his faithful few who secreted the treasure here 
could not have used the stairs since they were a 
wreck even in their day. Look, to one side— here you 
see a round hole in this sharp comer, drilled with 
some sharp instrument. Through that we can pass 
our rope and secure it. What is this?— a piece of 
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rope, as I live! a leather thong, possibly made out of 
llama-hide, and which I have no doubt, once served 
Pizarro's victim, the poor Inca, as a means of reach- 
ing the level below." 

Hugh uttered an exclamation as he handled the 
remnant of leather thong, some three feet in length. 

''Good heavens! You forget the terrible lapse of 
time. That all occurred about the year 1533— «ome 
three and a half centuries back!" he gasped. 

''What of that?" said Green, with the air of a man 
who had an utter contempt for such little things as 
centuries. "In the dry air of certain caverns things 
keep indefinitely. I have heard of human beings 
found who had died centuries back, and looking as 
natural as in life. But we can argue that point 
another time. Have you secured the rope?" 

"It is fast." 

"Then take this candle and ignite it, for I shall 
carry the other with me down below." 

"I am the lighter; why not let me go first?" 

"Nonsense! there is no danger." 

With that the soldier crawled over the edge and 
lowered himself from knot to knot. It was a matter 
of some twenty feet down, and the rope provided for 
the purpose was long enough, thanks to the old cap- 
tain, whose figures served them as a guide. 

Hugh hastened to follow. 

He was burning with an eager desire to settle the 
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question of fortune, and with the climax so near, his 
anxiety could be readily pardoned. Again forward, 
and now they saw the passage quickly widening. 
Human agency had dug at the sides, seeking the 
veins of gold that permeated the walls. 

They were in the lost mine, of which numerous 
weird stories had been told, and which had baflfled 
the search of many an expedition fitted out by dar- 
ing adventurers, imbued with a belief in the colossal 
fortune awaiting the man lucky enough to discover 
its whereabouts. 

The major knew his role perfectly. He found his 
bearings, and paced off twenty feet from a stone 
that cropped out of the otherwise level floor. This 
brought them to a wall, and in front could be seen a 
black cavity, where a rich vein had been burrowed 
after. Into this two pairs of burning eyes were 
turned. 

"Here," said the major, a trifle huskily, ** unless 
we are on a false scent, is the hiding-place of the 
Inca's treasure-trove. Hugh, crawl in and settle the 
question, in Heaven's name!'' 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

A LEGACY THAT ESCAPED THE GRASP OF PIZARBO. 

Yes, even that wonderfully cool and collected in- 
dividual, Major Green, was showing the most unmis- 
takable signs of excitement at this, the crisis in their 
venture. 

Hugh could not refrain from casting a single 
glance at the veteran, as though he desired to see 
what he looked like when the calm mask was 
dropped for a minute. 

Then he dropped beside the opening, pushed the 
candle he held in front of him, and began to enter. 

Not far did he go when he halted; all along he had 
been on the watch for the gleaming orbs of a jaguar, 
or the smaller, scintillating ones of a deadly serpent, 
and something which appeared to flash before him 
gave the startling impression that he had run upon a 
nest of snakes, for it was as though a thousand eyes 
glowed and sparkled just within the outer line of 
the circle of light thrown by his candle. 

Hugh Allan had one shudder sweep over his whole 
system; then he realised the absence of a snaky 
odour, and the lack of movement to the mass of 
gleaming sparks. A suspicion of the truth flashed 
upon his mind, and in an instant the dreadful fear 
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of these horrible guardians of the Inca's treasure 
gave place to a feverish anticipation. 

Another yard he crawled forward, and then came 
a cry that reached the eager ears of Grean, who was 
crouching breathlessly just at the opening of the 
cavity— a cry that told of long anxiety appeased, of 
amazing delight. 

"What is it?'' the major called out, huskily, and 
even making a move as though to push his large 
frame into the opening, wliich could only have re- 
sulted in disaster, a fact he apparently realised, for 
he drew back again. 

''It's all here— good heavens! What a sight for a 
poor devil's eyes! All here, I tell you, major!" 
called the bewildered man inside, who, for once in 
his life, appeared to be dazed. 

"For the love of mercy, fill up a bag, and let me 
see it— quick, my dear boy! I shall really be in- 
credulous until I set my eyes on it," answered the 
man without, who had fastened his candle in a crack 
and seemed endeavouring to hug himself with 
delight. 

Inside the little grotto Hugh could be heard 
wildly scrambling in the endeavor to carry out the 
desire of his comrade. 

Presently he backed out of the hole in the wall, 
pulling with him a bag such as they used to keep 
their specimens in, while the other hand clutched a 
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massive ornament of some sort, cleverly wrought by 
the artisans of ancient Peru, which must have 
weighed as much as twenty pounds, and was of the 
purest gold— from its shape the major believed it 
had once adorned some temple of the sun worship- 
pers, and had been carried off to a hiding-place to 
save it from the hands of that arch despoiler, 
Pizarro. 

"Are there more like this?'* he gasped, lifting the 
vessel with his trembling hands. 

"Yes, yes—piled up as high as your waist— bars of 
gold, ingots of gold, images and vessels, all of the 
same precious metal. I tell you, major^ our whole 
pack of mules could hardly transport it to the coast. 
It is something amazing— it takes my breath away to 
think of it. I fear this is but a dream, such as every- 
one may have, and that presently I shall awaken to 
see it vanish." 

"No, no; this is real enough; just feel the weight of 
it, my boy— my dear boy. This is what old Pizarro 
failed to get when they started to fill the room with 
gold, in orper to ransom their Inca from his hands. 
And you say there is more— lots more coming?" 

"Yes, I couldnH say how much— a million, two or 
three perhaps. I hope we won't go stark mad over it, 
major. For once in my life I can appreciate the feel- 
ings of poor Edmond Dantes when he found the great 
treasure that made him the Count of Monte Cristo. A 
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great fear oppresses me— you remember he was al- 
most delirious for a time over the awful change in 
his condition. I never knew before the oppressive 
feeling wealth brings. The whirr of a bat would 
frighten me now. But, major, I have spoken of 
gold images and vessels and ingots, but that isn't 
all.'' 

He bent oyer and with quivering hands overturned 
the small canvas sack. 

Ye gods! what was this that came tumbling, pour- 
ing out like a stream of living fire, with a thousand 
twinkling, flashing eyes to reflect the light of the 
major's poor candle? 

Green bent there as if transfixed— he even forgot to 
breathe for the nonce, and seemed as fully trans- 
formed into stone as Lot's wife was into a pillar of 
salt for looking back towards the doomed city. 

Upon the cold stone flooring lay a heap of diamonds 
and emeralds and rubies that would have more than 
filled a quart measure. They were of every size and 
shape imaginable, and appeared to have been taken 
from images once worshipped by those ancient fol- 
lowers of the sun-god— perhaps the larger ones had in 
times past served as the eyes of Helios, before whom 
tens of thousands had prostrated themselves in abject 
adoration. 

Major Green still failed to speak, but mechani- 
cally he put out his hand and sifted the gems 
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through his fingers as one might wheat, the larger 
ones remaining. 

He took one of these up to examine it. 

It was a diamond almost as large as a small hickory 
nut— although crudely cut, according to our methods 
of to-day, it glistened like a living tear-drop of im- 
mense size, shed by some giant of these mighty moun- 
tains. 

At length Green mastered his emotion, for he had 
an iron resolution, and when he spoke it was with 
something of his old calmness. 

''That stone above must be worth several thousand 
pounds when recut. It's a gem fit for Queen Vic- 
toria's crown. And some of these rubies are unsur- 
passed. Why, man, there's a fortune for us right here, 
without an ounce of the gold lying in the grotto." 

''Where do you suppose these came from?" asked 
Hugh, handling the stones with eager, trembling 
fingers. 

"That would be hard to say— I don't believe there 
are any diamond-fields worked in Peru, but the old 
Incas may have known of such; or possibly they came 
from that region in Brazil that is so very prolific in 
diamonds to-day. As for the gold, that is found in 
many places in the mountains, and the Indians, with 
their rude appliances even, wash out ten dollars' 
worth a day to the man," returned the major, who 
had looked up the subject very thoroughly since his 
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attention was directed in such a strange manner 
towards this country. 

'*What shall we do?" asked Hugh, feeling like a 
ship at sea without a rudder, and needful of a strong 
hand to guide him. 

*'Just what we have arranged, in case this most 
pleasing result came to pass. Put these stones into 
the sack--we can take that with us for a start, and I 
would even be satisfied if we got no more. While I 
fasten them securely in their canvas house, from 
which I trust they will not be taken until we reach 
New York in safety, suppose you bring this pile of 
gold vessels and ingots out. I'd like to feast my eyes 
on such a rare sight." 

Hugh needed no urging— it was a work he could 
engage in every hour of the day with rare pleasure— 
a labour of love, such as had never before fallen to 
his lot. 

So he crawled in, and backed out again and again, 
and the pile of precious metal was continually aug- 
mented, while the major examined many of the 
images with the deepest interest, for aside from their 
intrinsic value, some of them were really objects of 
wonderful skill and cunning, showing that the an_ 
cient Peruvians were no mean workers as gold and 
silversmiths. 

One in particular called forth expressions of ad- 
miration from Green— it represented an ear of maize 
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or Indian com, the leaves and tassel being of silver, 
the ear with its grain of purest gold, and the whole 
wrought with a skill that, considering the rude tools 
of the makers, was simply amazing. 

By the time Hugh had emptied the little grotto of 
the treasure it had held for more than three centu- 
ries, and searched carefully for any stray gem that 
might have rolled away when the llama-hide bag in 
which they had once reposed had burst, the pile of 
ornaments and ingots was up to Major Green's waist. 

Perhaps never since that day of the great Spanish 
conquest had human eyes looked upon a similar 
sight. The major recalled the incidents connected 
vdth that historical event, and, while he examined 
the strange figures with great interest, he related 
these facts to Hugh. 

When, after the perfidious assault of the Spaniards 
at Caxamalca upon the unarmed legions of the Peru- 
vians, in which thousands of the miserable wretches 
were slain, the prince was taken prisoner and held 
for a ransom. The Inca, ascertaining the master mo- 
tive of his captors, appealed to their cupidity and 
promised that in return for his liberty, the floor of 
the room in which they stood, some seventeen feet 
wide by twenty in length, should be piled with gold, 
as high as he could reach. 

Pizarro accepted the oflfer and a line was drawn at 
the agreed height. The people loved their rulery and 
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^en the order went forth the gold began to pour in. 
On account of the difficulty of transportation it came 
slowly, but, as temple after temple was despoiled, 
there was accumulated at length enough of the metal 
to equal at the time three million pounds sterling. 

Finally Pizarro, in order to get rid of his royal 
captive, put him through the mockery of a trial, and 
he was ordered to be burned at night in the plaza or 
public square. 

The wretched Inca pleaded for his life, and prom- 
ised more treasure than had yet been brought in, 
which his people were gathering in distant towns, 
stripping the palaces and temples of gold, and the 
gods of jewels; but Pizarro turned a deaf ear to his 
pleadings. 

So poor Atahualpa met his doom, and Heaven smote 
every one of his assassins, not a man of them meeting 
a peaceful end— they died as they lived, by the 
sword. 

Seeing the value attached by the Spaniards to the 
precious metals, the natives in many instances fol- 
lowed the example of the conquerors, in plundering 
and destroying the public edifices of their own coun- 
try. The quantity of gold and silver and precious 
stones conveyed away, and concealed for ever from 
the covetous eyes of the Spaniards, was said to have 
infinitely surpassed that which they secured. 

The history of early Peru is written in letters of 
W 
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blood, as is that of Mexico and every other countr^ 
where the early Spaniards, filled with religious zeal 
and a burning love for spoils, set their foot. 

Such a chapter from history possessed an element 
of additional interest when the narrator saw before 
him the very treasure which had doubtless been col- 
lected for the second ransom of the ill-fated young 
Inca. 

By degrees the two adventurers reduced their exu- 
berant spirits to something like order, although the 
Bohemian for a time felt more in the humour to exe- 
cute a wild dance around the Golden Fleece than to 
calmly squat there listening to the major's musty 
stories of the acts committed by the merciless Span- 
iards when their mailed hand throttled Peru. 

They began to grow exceedingly practical, even as 
Dantes did when he made his second visit to the 
treasure cave. How to secure as much of this gold 
as possible without exciting the suspicion of their 
comrades was the task that now confronted them. 

This could only be done by degrees, and the 
smaller articles, with the bars of gold, alone might 
be carried. 

While in the midst of this exceedingly interesting 
conversation, Hugh felt a sudden cold shiver pass 
over his frame, while his eyes remained glued upon 
a spot further along the crevice. 

'*Major, we are watched," he said in a whisper, 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAR SIMSTEB, 307 

without turning his head, '^I will swear I saw a dim 
form glide away over yonder, and if you look stead- 
ily you will discover several figures just on the edge 
of the darkness.'* 

The major dropped his character of treasure- 
seeker and became the soldier once more. 

**Pick up the candle— draw your revolver— now 
let us advance," he said, quickly. 

Step and step they went forward— the figures were 
certainly no effect of the imagination and yet they 
did i¥)t move a particle. 

Closer still— now the interest of the bold intruders 
became intense, and their ready weapons dropped to 
their sides. 

They stood there looking in mingled surprise and 
awe upon two figures almost life-like in size, repre- 
seHting a man, and a four-armed god, possibly wor- 
shipped by the ancient dwellers of Peru before the 
sun-people of the Incas conquered them. 

Both figures were of silver. 

Major Green attempted to move one, but it was 
beyond his strength. How they had ever been carried 
into this narrow crevice was a wonder indeed, but 
not greater than the fact of their having been labo- 
, riously transported to this wilderness from a great 
distance, perhaps the plain of Tiahuanacu near 
Cuzco. 

"Well, I'd be happy to see both of these fellows 
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over in London any day, but I fear they are utterly 
beyond our means of transportation. It's a beastly 
shame to think of such precious metal lying idle 
here, when it might be doing so much good in tho 
world;'* said Green sadly. 

''Or evil perhaps, for you know they claim it h^s 
always been the root of everything bad/' returned 
Hugh, chuckling. 

"True enough, but for myself I feel as though I 
could stand considerable of that root— ever since I 
can remember there has been a lack of it connected 
with our family. I shall be the luckiest dog alive if 
I break the spell. What are you looking around for, 
my dear boy— other idols of the same sort?" 

**Do you know, I can hardly make myself believe 
I was mistaken about seeing a figure fli.', away." 

''Bosh! all an optical delusion, unless it was the 
spirit of the Inca hovering about his treasure. I 
should rather believe it was a fluttering bat which 
caugho your eye, and then, as you saw one of these 
figures you thought it moved. Now we had better 
return to the camp, and come back again to-morrow 
with other sacks to fill with spedmens.^^ 

Hugh declared himself not averse to this, though 
for the moment it was hard to leave the strange heap 
of golden treasure. All doubts had fled, and in their 
place was rapture, bliss— they had succeeded beyond 
their wildest dreams— why, in the little bag which 
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he carried slung over his shoulder, apparently with 
a carelessness that was a poor gauge to its contents, 
reposed precious stones worth a king's ransom, 
albeit they had not been able to save the wretched 
prince of Peru from the stake. 

So, having secured the other candle, with a last 
fond glance in the direction of the pyramid Hugh 
had built, they turned their backs upon it and moved 
away. 

Gold has been a lever in this world from almost 
the earliest ages— what have not men endured in 
their mad search for the precious metal, that often, 
like a will-o'-the-wisp, lures them on to destruction— 
and yet it has always been and ever must be— gold 
reigns as king. 

In a brief time they reached the wall down which 
they had come by means of the rope; it arose above 
them, some score and more of feet. 

Major Green moved along it until his progress was 
barred; then he went the other way as far as he 
could. Hugh heard him muttering. 

"What ails you, major?" he demanded. 

"This is the place we descended, I could swear to 
it.'' 

"And I will add my testimony." 

"Then will you show me the rope?" 

Hugh Allan uttered an exclamation. 

"We left it dangling here; now it is gone.'* 
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''I fancy I can see it peeping out OYeriiead, as 
though someone had pulled it up/' said Green. 

The Bohemian laid his hand on the major's arm as 
he said: 

'Terhaps I was right, after all, and the moving 
figure was the spirit of the Inca guarding his treas- 
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A LABOUR OP IiOVB. 

The two Argonauts looked at each other in a puz- 
zled manner. Their situation was rather humiliating 
but as yet they failed to grasp the real seriousness of 
it all, for it had not occurred to them to picture the 
horror of being shut up in the Lost Minoi with death 
from hunger and thirst staring them in the face. 

Twenty-five feet—that was not a tremendous bar- 
rier, and surely Yankee ingenuity or English perti- 
nacity must find some means of mounting to the upper 
level— such a thing would not keep them for ever 
down below. 

''Well, the rope is gone— that much is certain, and 
it could not disappear without human agency. Who 
took it? You say a shadowy, spirit-like form that 
dodged behind the silver gods. I am more inclined 
to believe it was someone who dogged our footsteps 
from the camp." 

As the major said this he gave Hugh a meaning 
look which almost alarmed the Bohemian. 

"One of the cholos, or camp-followers— perhaps a 
member of our guard. You shake your head. I must 
aim higher. Yes, it might be Juan. He is a Spaniard 
—they have many good traits, but some poor ones, 
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inherited, no doubt, from such reckless chaps as 
those who sought to gather in this treasure centuries 
ago. They love gold often better than honour. If 
Juan, what could his object have been?" 

Green shrugged his shoulders. 

**To leave us here until we perished, and he alone 
would hold the secret of the Inca's mine. When no 
danger need be feared, this party could come and 
secure the treasure." 

**Well, it shall be our business to outwit the rascal, 
whoever he may be, man or spectre. There is 
another means of leaving this place— the way your 
friend and my grandfather-in-law tumbled into it. 
We know his entrance was not by this regular chan- 
nel. Let us then seek for that place, and only as a 
dernier ressort return to this point." 

"Just what I would have expected of you— straight 
to the point. The idea is good. All I fear is that the 
candles may give out before we accomplish the task." 

**I have two more with me," calmly. 

''Eureka! you never do anything by halves. Then 
let us go back, looking everywhere for the opening 
the captain made when a most remarkable fortune 
sent him into this place." 

''I'm with you in that." 

So they retraced their steps towards the spot 
where the pyramid of gold and the two silver statues 
stood. 
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"One thing puzzles me," said Hugh presently. 

"Tell me what it is." 

"About the old captain." 

"Ah! I can guess it— you are amazed to think that 
he didn't at least carry ofif all the precious stones as 
we are doing." 

"That is the burden of my lay. He must have 
known they constituted a fortune, and, from what I 
have heard about him, the old man was no fool." 

"That is just it— he was more suspicious of his 
fellow-travellers than a little. If they found diamonds 
rolling out of his pockets while he slept, he felt sure 
they would not only rob, but murder him. His idea, 
then, was to carry away a handful of the gems, dis- 
cover if they were pure, then sail for home and or- 
ganise an expedition of men he could trust to come 
here. They could smelt these images into solid bars 
of gold and silver, and no one in Peru need suspect 
the old treasures of temple and palace had been 
found. I assure you, the old captain was no fool, and 
only for the unfortunate storm that wrecked him, he 
would have been alive and here before now, securing 
all this spoil." 

"I have an idea," said Hugh, eyeing the accumu- 
lated pyramid of gold wistfully. 

"Let us hear it by all means." 

"Whoever this spy may be, we must outwit him, so 
that if he returns he will find poor pickings— in a 
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word, before we go away we should hide this some- 
where else.'* 

The major clapped his hand on Hugh's shoulder. 

'*A shrewd proposition, my dear boy, and one it 
will pay us to heed. First, we will find the exit, and 
the rest will come easy." 

So they devoted themselves to the search, passing 
beyond the silver images that had stood here in this 
black cavern for ages. 

The roomy grotto ended in another cleft, but just 
as they reached this the major suddenly blew out his 
candle, much to the astonishment and no little cha- 
grin of his companion, who, naturally enough, be* 
lieved some danger menaced them which the quick 
eye of the old soldier had detected. 

''What is it?" he whispered, as his hand sou^t a 
weapon. 

''Look aloft," came the reassuring reply. 

"What— can that be a star— I see, now, you guessed 
the truth from the debris on the floor, and put out 
the candle because it is easier to detect such an 
opening in the dark, especially with the moonlight 
beyond." 

"Exactly. Now, here is where Griswold tumbled 
into the old mine— let us see if we can get out the 
same way." 

They found plenty of material to add to the heap 
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on the rocky floor, and presently the major crawled 
outside. 

Thus far he pronounced it well— the next step was 
to hide that portion of the treasure which they in- 
tended taking with them if fortune continued to 
smile. 

So they laboriously went and came, transporting 
heavy ingots, strange vessels, until Hugh declared 
himself weary. These were then passed through 
Griswold's opening, and saw the open air after their 
long burial in the tomb. 

A search of the vicinity showed them a cleft under 
a rock that would serve for a new burial place as 
well as any other, and here the treasure was se- 
creted. 

One more task remained— to hide the trail as well 
as they could. This caused considerable reflection, 
but in the end the major went below and removed the 
pile of debris, casting it into a cavity. Then, when 
he had completed his task, Hugh, having made an 
extemporaneous rope out of their stout coats, assisted 
the soldier to the outer air, after which they cov- 
ered up Griswold's hole as well as possible, marked 
the spot in their minds by means of landmarks, and 
then set out for camp, well satisfied with the night's 
work. 

Only one thing worried Hugh— this concerned the 
unknown whos« form he could swear he had seen 
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flitting past the silver idols, and who had taken the 
rope up with him in order to leave them helpless in 
the mine. 

Was it Juan? 

The young Spaniard had reason to show great grat- 
itude towards Green, but Hugh, as a student of hu- 
man character, h|ui many times seen even stronger 
natures than that of Juan warped by the insatiate 
greed of gold— that iniquitous avariciousness that is 
responsible for half the ills to which flesh is heir. 

Hugh went a little deeper into the matter—suppose 
their delay in getting a start had allowed their 
enemies, the three conspirators, to come up— he had 
reason to believe the Frenchman, with a couple of 
native guides, had followed them, no doubt barking 
the trail so that the others could in their turn follow. 

At any rate, they must discover who it was to 
whom they owed their trouble in the mine— if Juan, 
then they must look out for treachery, lest, upon dis- 
covering that it was impossible for him to capture all 
the treasure, the Spaniard communicated his secret 
to the rest, and an uprising be the result. 

Hugh concealed his little sack under his coat, and 
managed to enter the camp by giving the proper 
countersign to the sentinel on that side, who was 
found on duty. 

The major stopped to converse with the sentry a 
little, and stating that he believed he had seen a fig- 
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are skulking in the forest, asked pointedly whether 
any member of the expedition had left the camp in 
the last two hours, to which he received a reply that, 
so far as the man knew, the members of the expedi- 
tion had remained in their places. 

Thus ttie problem remained unsolved. 

Juan was under suspicion. 

Hugh and the major occupied a tent in common, 
and were thus enabled to exchange views upon the 
subject without being overheard. 

Now they began to experience a new sensation, 
and one that was anything but pleasant. This came 
with the possession of wealth— it made them uneasy, 
suspicious—- they dreamed, and awoke to listen, im* 
bued with the belief that someone was creeping 
around the outside of the tent. Hugh had the little 
sack sewed up inside one of the larger bags contain- 
ing real geological specimens, but every time he 
awoke he put out his hand to see if it was still there. 

They were paying the penalty of great wealth sud- 
denly acquired— gone was the old-time freedom, when 
they could drop upon the ground and sleep for seven 
hours at a stretch— they would never know that 
again until their fortune was safe in bank. 

In the morning they sat up and looked at each 
other with some surprise— then Green burst out into 
one of his old hearty laughs. 

**Well, if I didn't know otherwise, I would believe 
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you had been out on a lark last night. Your eyes are 
red and your general appearance groggy." 

**The 8ame applies in your case, major.'* 

'*! confess I passed a poor night— I tossed and 
turned and groaned. What could I have eaten to 
upset me so?" 

* 'Nonsense. It is the alteration in our conditions. 
To take two chaps as poor as you and I, and by a 
twist of the magician's wand transform them in one 
night into millionaires, is change enough to banish 
sleep. In due time we will grow accustomed to 
these things." 

The expedition remained in camp— this was the 
region in which the geologists expected to work for 
a week or two, and their attendants had no objections 
to a rest, since the climate was delightful at this 
altitude, neither too hot nor too cold. 

Our friends wandered away in the morning, taking 
a couple of the canvas bags. The major was cautious, 
and they spent a couple of hours knocking inoffensive 
rocks to pieces with their hammers, and bulging out 
their sacks with the specimens, which doubtless 
would have amused a scientific professor hugely, 
since they doubtless were positively worthless. 

Firtally as it drew on towards noon, the soldier, 
having arranged his plans, executed a brilliant man- 
oeuvre, calculated to bewilder any possible watcher. 

Doubling on their tracks they crept down a dark 
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rayine, and finally reached the spot where the hidden 
treasure lay. 

An hour was spent in wrapping each ingot of gold 
up carefully in cloths brought for the purpose, and 
when they had all the load they cared to carry, a 
few genuine specimens were placed on top, after 
which the back trail was taken with as much care as 
their advance had been made. 

Once in camp, the sacks were securely wrapped 
up, sealed, and labelled in great black letters. 

This work was repeated on the morrow and kept 
up for a week and more. 

It was laborious, but exhilarating, and men will 
strain themselves most cheerfully under a dead weight 
of pure gold, when half the amount of worthless 
geological specimens must make them groan. 

The pile of filled sacks grew in volumne, and all 
were in high feather. Whenever they conversed in 
public, it was about scientific matters, and while their 
erudition in this line amazed the camp soldiers, who 
believed them most eminent professors, it must have 
caused a genuine enthusiast excruciating agony. 

Antonio knew what was going on, and in many ways 
assisted them. 

His principal duty was to guard 'the pile of filled 
sacks without seeming to do so. 

As for Juan, they hardly knew what to do in his 
case. Finally he was called into the tent, and the 
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secret disclosed, though all mention of the precious 
stones was kept from him. 

He appeared to be greatly pleased over the success- 
ful issue, and even the major was at a loss to de- 
cide whether the man was innocent or guilty, though 
strongly inclined toward the former view. 

So the days winged their flight, until it came to the 
end of their intended stay. The treasure was packed, 
all their mules could carry, and on the following 
morning the return journey would be begun. That 
meant another night— a period of darkness— a time of 
danger. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE DIN OF WAR. 

It was on the last day that Hugh had reason to believe 
a shadowy figure attempted to follow them— indeed, 
he was almost ready to swear he had a glimpse of the 
little French oflScer darting behind a spur of rock; 
but when he ran to the point, eager to ferret out the 
truth, he was unable to find the object of his zeal. 
Upon the major joining him, they discovered foot- 
prints in the soil, and from the small size, together 
with the French heels, that made such a deep impres- 
sion in the ground, they inunediately concluded that 
it could be no other than Napoleon Dupuy. Was he 
alone, or had the other conspirators joined him? 

This was a question of considerable moment. 

Sooner or later the tug-of-war must come between 
the rival treasure-seekers, and from this hour they 
would be compelled to remain on guard day and night 
until the railroad was reached. 

Danger menaced them in many ways, since, in the 
event of defeat, the discouraged plotters might make 
them much trouble by proclaiming the truth to the 
authorities, and it was a problem whether they would 
allow the treasure of the Incas to be taken from the 
atry. 

9i dm) 
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Peru has been racked with civil and foreign wars 
for many years— a dictator has occupied the presiden- 
tial chair, and by force of arms ruled the people. 

Hence, with the population kept in a feverish state 
and militarism rampant, a small party of foreigners 
known to be carrying a wonderful treasure, would be 
fair prey for every force on the road, whether belong- 
ing to the regular government or fillibusters. 

With the coming of night, Major Green took especial 
pains to see that his men were posted to advantage, 
and warned them that an attack might be expected 
from the insurgents who had been secreted among the 
defiles of the mighty mountain chain since the 
abandonment of the latest revolution. 

As these men had been hired to defend the expedi- 
tion and for some time had grumbled at the lack of 
work falling to their lot, they began to exhibit some 
degree of eagerness upon hearing Major Green's dec- 
laration. 

The soldier had considerable faith in the guards, 
himself— nevertheless, he and Hugh arranged to keep 
watch and watch through the night, for they seemed 
agreed that the danger was concentrating with the 
passage of time, and quite likely to break upon them 
like the rush of an Alpine avalanche, ere another 
dawn. 

And they were right. 

The shrewd little French adventurer had beeii 
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hovering around their camp ever since their arrival^ 
impatiently awaiting the coming of his companions. 
He could give a good guess as to the contents of the 
heavy sacks the two daily carried into camp; but 
thanks to the major's cunning, each day he had been 
baffled in his endeavour to follow them, and it was 
only on this very last occasion that he saw them is- 
sue from the thicket, upon entering which he found 
where the weighty treasure had left its impress on 
the ground; but was itself only conspicuous by its 
absence. No doubt he had made that atmosphere sul- 
phurous. 

Later in the day, the signal which Dupuy had set 
on the rear trail was answered, and before night he 
was in the company of the others, a motley crowd 
of fortune hunters, as eager for an engagement with 
their rivals as the jaguar is for its prey. 

The night was dark, there being no moon. 

Even the stars were obscured by the clouds that 
drifted above. 

A strange moaning of the wind came at intervals^ 
it was not unlike the wailing of some lost soul re- 
turned to earth, upon being debarred from Paradise. 

Major Green had not neglected a single point in his 
survey of the situation-^anticipating a possible attack 
he had several days before removed the location of 
the camp, and in so doing, strengthened it consider* 
ably. 
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A mass of stone formed a breastwork in front, and 
this had been considerably added to by willing hands, 
so that it seemed almost impossible to carry it by 
storm. 

Under the major's orders, large quantities of fire- 
wood had been cut, and so arranged that if the occa- 
sion rose they could illuminate the outer semi-cir- 
cle, and thus expose to a deadly volley of bullets 
anyone who might attempt to rush towards the 
breastworks. 

Behind, the cliff arose, some hundreds of feet in a 
sheer ascent, and it never occurred to Major Green 
to anticipate danger from that source. 

Thus they spent the evening as usual, and the men 
around the fires were quite as nierry as at oth%r 
times, though aware of the fact that danger was an- 
ticipated. 

The hour grew late. 

Major Green was making the rounds of the sentries 
who were close together on the little curved line of 
fortifications. 

An occasional flash of lightning shattered the 
gloom and made their surroundings as light as day. 
Somehow the night reminded him of that one when 
they ran the batteries of Castelli dell 'Ovo, at 
Naples, and he trusted they would be as successful as 
on that occasion. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A BAR simsTsn, 826 

It was midnight, and^ as yet, nothing had occurred 
to disturb their rest. 

Major Green was thinking he had better arouse 
the other watch, but before leaving his post awaited 
the coming of another flash from Heaven's electric 
plant, in order to sweep his eyes around the half 
circle for the last time. 

That brief illumination gave him a shock, for his 
keen vision discovered the crouching figures of 
men part way between the woods and the rock fort. 

That his sentries were wide awake, and up to 
their duty, was speedily made manifest, for ere he 
could shout out the alarm, or even take the first step 
towards arousing the sleepers, there came the sudden 
report of a Winchester. 

The detonation just under the massive cliff sounded 
like the discharging of a six-pounder, and would 
have aroused heavier sleepers than the inmates of 
this lone camp. 

Silence no longer reigned— it was as if the gun shot 
were a preconcerted signal for a combination of 
sounds such as would do justice to Hades itself. 

Within the camp men called out to each other as 
they came dashing from the tents, or arose from the 
ground bearing guns in their hands, and so admirably 
trained by the veteran of many a foreign war, that 
they knew everyone just where to go, and what to do 
—the mules opened a '^hee-haw" chorus as though 
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ambitious to hare a voice in the tumult, while tO' 
wards the woods, the creeping enemy, finding their 
advance discovered threw off the mask, and with loud 
shouts rushed pell-mell for the rocky barricade, fir- 
ing as they came. 

It was a peculiar sight to see the flash of their 
guns in the otherwise inky darkness, seeming like 
gigantic fireflies; but the whistle of bullets past the 
ear, or their dull '*chug*' as they flattened against 
the rocks, was a feature not quite so pleasant, 
though fully as animating in its way. 

Above the tumult the lion-like voice of the major 
was heard giving his orders— he was as cool as though 
on dress parade, but this did not prevent him from 
prompt action. 

Over the wall he sprang with a contempt for the 
singing, flying lead, and down beside the nearest 
brush heap he knelt. 

As soon as a match was struck, he knew he would be a 
target for several gims, but that had all been counted 
as a part of the programme, and the major was 
not the man to shrink from a duty because of the 
hazard. 

He found the proper spot, the match was applied 
to the dead leaves and twigs saturated with oil, and 
immediately there sprang up a fierce flame. 

His work having been accomplished in this quarter, 
and not desiring to invite immediate annihilation at 
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the hands of the foe, Major Green turned and made 
for the rocky wall with all speed. 

He had been seen, as angry cries fi*om beyond 
testified, and sereral shots were fired with the laud- 
able intention of ending his earthly cares and troubles 
then and there; but the little cherub who perched 
aloft and looked after the personal affairs of Major 
Lfeonidas Green evidently had other work for him to 
do upon this terrestrial ball, for, although more than 
one of the bullets fired almost at random came alarm- 
ingly near, he was not even scratched, when, bound- 
ing over the barrier, he rejoined his comrades. 

The confusion within the little stockade had 
already given way to order. 

Every man was at his post, the cholos protecting 
the precious mules behind some rocks, and glad to 
screen their own cowardly bodies at the same time. 

Upward leaped the flames, seizing upon the in^ 
flammable material gathered for their voracious ap- 
petites. 

It was no longer necessary to depend upon the oc- 
casional flashes of lightning, since the glare of the 
burning brush illuminated the whole space between 
the barrier of rocks and the outer edge of woods. 

A number of moving figures were brought into view 
by this glow— figures of men running forward, guns 
in hand, now springing to one side like old fighters 
desirous of evading the flight of bullets, anon drop- 
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ping on hands and knees in the tall grass, and ocoar 
sionally making a bold rush. 

The discharge of guns was no longer confined to one 
side, since the defenders of the cliff fort could find 
a worthy object at which to send their leaden pellets 
and, amid the crash of arms, more than one shriek of 
pain announced their aim to be at least fair. 

Major Green, gun in hand, was pumping the lead as 
fast as the necessity of the case seemed to demand. 

He knew it was a critical moment, and that much 
depended on the result of this first attack. Hugh 
Allan was at his side. It was the Bohemian's first 
genuine experience in an engagement— heretofore all 
his encoimters had been with that journalist's deadly 
weapon, the pen, but he acquitted himself bravely, 
and won the veteran's admiration by his coolness. 

As the Remington repeaters kept up their merry 
tune, it re€illy grew too warm for the desperate 
assailants. 

They showed this first of all by abandoning those 
reckless forward dashes in the light of the blazing 
brush, and endeavoured to advance imder cover alone; 
but the sharp eyes of the alert guards could readily 
discover the presence of an enemy pushing through 
the grass by its waving movement, and a shower of 
lead was very apt to descend in that immediate 
vicinity diminishing the enthusiasm of the assailant 
considerably— -he could consider himself lucky if it 
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did not cut him off from the number of his mess en- 
tirelj. 

Finally, no man was enough of a dare-devil to take 
his life in his hand and advance further. Those on 
guard kept a close watch, and if any disturbance 
arose in the grass it served as an invitation for a 
discharge. 

"They are undoubtedly, creeping back to the woods 
again," announced the major. 

"That means a retreat— then all we have to do is to 
keep the fire going until dawn and win,'' said Hugh 
with considerable relief manifest in his voice, for he 
had been thinking of Eulalie, and the grief that 
would come upon her should an unfortunate bullet 
stretch him out upon the side of the Andes. 

"That would mean we had won the first round, but 
these fellows are not the kind to give up on a single 
repulse. We are in for hard knocks, my dear boy— 
but I have faith to believe we shall outwit them in 
the end." 

An hour passed— two of them. 

The storm still kept hovering near, but did not 
break. Nothing was heard of the enemy, since the 
fire replenished at intervals burned on. 

Ere a great while, morning would come, and their 
plans must be altered to meet new conditions. 

The major had just turned to speak to his comrade 
when^ with a thunderous crash, a great rock came ' 
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plunging from the top of the cliff directly into the 
camp, sending one brave man into eternity so quickly 
that he had no time to cry out. 

The foe had turned their position, and rendered 
the fortress untenable. 
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TURNING THE TABLKa 

It waa most fortunate in this terrible crisis^ wlien 
impending disaster seemed about to overwhelm the 
gallant defenders of the little mountain fortress, that 
they had a leader who could retain his presence of 
mind in the midst of the most appalling dangers. 

Major Green grasped the situation while the loose 
shale, dislodged by the awful descent of the rocks, 
was still rattling down in a shower, he swept his 
eyes around to discover what remedy might be 
applied to this new disease. 

**To the cliff— up against the face of the rock, 
every man of you!" he called. 

It was their only hope— they realised it as soon as 
his words fell upon their strained hearing; and from 
a state of paralysis, into which they had been thrown 
by the sudden horror of the threatening peril, they 
awakened to sudden action. 

As a man, they made a rush for the cli£F. The 
meaning conveyed by Green's order was manifest to 
one and all. 

Near its base the great wall of rock seemed to lose 
something of its rigid perpendicular, slanting inward, 
thus affording room for the men to flatten themselves 

(831) 
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out against its face and be safe from any descend- 
ing missile. 

The mules seemed to be under an arch, and thus 
protected from above, but they filled the space com- 
pactly, so there was no room for their masters. 

More great stones came crashing down, each with 
a fearful violence that gave the men below quite a 
shock, and as they flattened themselves like great 
pan-cakes against the rocks, they fumed and fretted 
over the miserable circumstances that compelled 
them to remain in such a ridiculous position. 

It was gradually growing desperate, too, for the 
fire, not being regularly fed, was dying down, and, 
emboldened by the increasing darkness, the allies 
were creeping up again— not a few shots were fired, 
and it was apparently only a question of time when 
the defenders of the fort would either be crushed un- 
der the wildly rushing stones or else fall victims to 
the bullets of their vindictive enemies when the 
coming of day made them helpless targets. 

Major Green's long experience in war, as con- 
ducted among the savage nations of the earth, was 
now of tremendous value. One such veteran was 
worth a score of ordinary soldiers under these pecu- 
liar conditions. 

He passed the word along to his men to remain 
where they were and shelter themselves as best they 
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could, SO as to be proof against any stray bullets that 
might come floating around. 

Then, followed by Hugh, he began to work his way 
along the foot of the cliflf. His men divined his 
motive, and awaited the result of the venture with 
considerable confidence, begot through personal in- 
tercourse with their leader. 

Thus wriggling along, the two finally foimd them- 
selves beyond the danger line, and at the same time 
outside the fortification. 

It was to Hugh entirely a move in the dark, as he 
could not imagine what the object of his friend 
might be. 

He saw that the major kept examining the face of 
the cliff as he went along, and heard him suddenly 
utter an exclamation. 

**We can go up here," said Green, and like an 
inspiration the truth dawned upon Hugh— it was his 
companion's bold intention to scale the cliff and 
interview those who had so industriously showered 
rocks, both large and small, upon the camp below, 
destroying the tents and murdering one brave guard. 

Hugh's spirit awakened to grasp the vigour of the 
situation— he realised that Major Green was a man in 
ten thousand, and stood ready to follow wherever 
he led, though it might take him over the highest 
mountains or into the deepest canons of the Andes. 

They climbed upward like goats scaling the side of 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



384 A BAR 8IM8TER. 

the elevation— the road was not so bad, since nature 
appeared to have fashioned it to suit human ambi- 
tion; but the fact that such utter darkness sur- 
rounded them served as a drawback. 

Alpine guides could have done little better— Hugh 
was amazed at the agility of the big man who led the 
way, for he had never suspected to what heights 
Green could climb when thoroughly aroused. 

At last the top, thank heaven, where they halted to 
lie on their faces and pant like hunted animals, for 
the climb had been a stupendous one. 

The racket still continued below, with a firing 
that seemed to grow hotter. They would soon put a 
new phase on all this, the major grimly muttered, 
as rising he took from his back, where he had carried 
it with a strap, the faithful Winchester rifle. 

They crept forward, keeping the edge of the abrupt 
descent on their left— crept along with the eager 
ferocity of wolves advancing on their quarry. 

With one war had been a business most of his life- 
time, and he looked upon this adventure as an episode 
that went to make up the career of a soldier— as for 
Hugh, he seemed to be transformed by the sights and 
£Oimds of battle into a warrior, with a fierce desire to 
inflict deadly damage upon the imprincipled foe who 
without provocation, had sought their lives for the 
sake of the treasure they carried, this remarkable 
legacy of the Incas. 
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Two, three, five minutes after they had thus started 
to creep along oyer rough rocks and amo g stunted 
bushes they came upon the scene for which they were 
straining their eyes. 

A flash of lightning revealed the picture, but even 
before they had known it was close at hand from the 
coarse laughter and Spanish oaths that reached their 
ears. 

Three moving forms caught their gaze as the 
heavenly glare shattered the gloom, and these men 
were rolling stones towards the edge of the de livity 
in different places, while from their actions and 
jokes it could be seen that the business rather took 
their fancy. 

*^Por Dios! called one, "look out below, dogs of 
Anglo-Saxons, or there will not be enough left of 
your bodies to fill a flask. Jose, Carlos, see this 
little beauty shake the mountain-side. Carramba 
how I wish they were all gathered below and I 
could drop it in their midst. Hark!" 

The immense rock did make a thimderous racket 
as it crashed downward from crag to crag, joined in 
its dtiscent by a multitude of lesser stars, until a 
veritable avalanche occurred, that must have greatly 
alarmed those against whose elbows the debris 
brushed as it went by. 

^^ HoUiy hcmbrej that was a noble shot. A few 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



S86 A BAH StNtSTEH 

more like it will frighten the cowards to death/^ 
said one of the others, gi^ng his stone a push. 

**How I wish I was down there to see how we have 
accomplished the work/' declared the man who had 
hurled the huge rock, as on his knees he leaned 
cautiously over. 

**I will give you a ticket for the journey/* said the 
major, calmly. 

Exclamations of amazement arose, and the Spanish 
guerilla on his knees started to rise up, but just 
then the major kept his word— it was a leaden ticket 
he gave the man, which was good for an unlimited 
passage to the station three hundred feet below. 

He uttered a shriek, and that was all, but the 
protest against the journey remained unheeded. 
Possibly those below might express some surprise at 
the strange natiire of the missiles which had com- 
menced to rain down, but it was not their funeral, 
and, as the number of their enemies decreased, they 
could calmly take whatever fortune had in store for 
them. 

That was one out of three— Hugh was quick to 
imitate the example set for him. True, there was a 
dearth of light, but the face of the rock was destitute 
of shrubbery, and even a crouching figure could be 
faintly seen in silhouette against the black sky 
beyond. 

Periiaps in cooler moments he would have hesitated 
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to fire, and take the life of a fellow being; but his 
blood had been aroused to fever heat by the very 
diabolical nature of these cowards' attack. * 

He fired. 

Then there was one left of the trio, and he hugged 
the rock as though he would give the best years of his 
life if it would open and receive him— they could not 
see the fellow, but his strident voice, which but a 
minute or so before had burst into hoarse laughter 
and fierce curses, again burst upon the ear, only this 
time it was attuned to a different key, and bellowed 
for mercy, calling upon all the saints in the calendar 
for protection. 

''Get up and take your medicine like a man," 
called the disgusted major, firing a shot at random 
over in that quarter, at which a figure sprang wildly 
erect, showing how close the leaden messenger had 
oome. 

Such was the wretch's horror that he quite lost his 
head, and only remembered the danger on one side^ 
with a shout he sprang away— the major involuntarily 
called out a warning, even bent aa he waa himself 
upon the fellow's destruction. 

Too late! 

They heard a fearful shriek as the wretch left the 
edge of the precipice and troj^ upon the empty air- 
Hugh dropped his gun and clapped both hands over 
liis ears to shut out the sound he knew must follow. 
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As for thG major, he crept to the edge of the wall 
of rock and sent forth a hail that was inunediatelj 
recognised below. 

* 'Light the fire again— the coast is clear up here, 
and we will hold the fort/' was what he roared and 
a shout attested the enthusiasm with which his men 
obeyed. 

Almost immediately bunches of twisted dry grass 
were cast over the rocky rampart here, there, and in 
half-a-dozen places— one in particular seemed to drop 
at the right spot, for its, steady flame increased in 
volume, and the brush heap had caught. 

Now shots rang out again from the fortress, and 
occasionally those on the cliif amused themselves in 
firing at some skulking figure which could be dimly 
seen from their superior elevation. 

The tables had turned, and the game was, for the 
present, in the hands of the fort's defenders. 

At length the detonating reports of guns no longer 
broke upon the ear, for the enemy had temporarily 
retired, to hatch out new plans by means of which 
they hoped to encompass the destruction of our 
friends. 

The night wore on. 

All were glad to see the first flush of coming day 
fai* away over the forests that marked the head- 
waters of the Amazon. 

The storm had died in the distance without the 
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usual tropical deluge, and as day came on, prepara- 
tions were made for a move. 

A sad duty had first to be performed, in the 
burial of the poor fellow crushed by the falling stone. 
As for the wretched assailants, they were left to thd 
tender mercies of the wild beasts. 

Thus the stone fort, the monster cliffs, with their 
strange ventanaSy the lost mine itself, which had 
sheltered the Inca's treasures all these years, were 
left behind, and the little expedition took up its 
march for a point nearer the terminus of the railroad. 

Major Green knew what a week lay before him. 

There would not be a minute of time, day or night, 
when they could be free from danger. 

Death lurked behind every stone, in each clump of 
trees, upon the heights above. They must be ever on 
the watch to guard against a surprise, and when night 
came, the greatest care would have to be taken in 
choosing a camp. 

Stilly this just suited him, since it brought out his 
dominant traits. He seemed to know no fatigue— his 
eagle-eye scanned each point in advance or along the 
sides of their intended route through a powerful 
field glass, and more than once on the first day out 
he was enabled to defeat some desperate little plan 
of the enemy by a volley at long range, sent into a 
particular spot, where an ambuscade was forming. 

Hugh Allan found himself hourly growing more 
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impatient for the time to come when he should fold 
his dear wife in his arms— he seemed to have a strange 
presentiment that she was in danger, and was eager to 
annihilate distance. 
So the day waned, and again it waa night. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE HOLLOW SQUARI. 

Unfortunately the treasure hunters were not able 
to discoyer a natural fort such as had assisted them 
in repelling their enemies on the occasion of the 
first attack. 

Major Green had kept on the outlook during the 
afternoon, but the nature of the country was against 
anything of this sort, so that it became necessary to 
do the best thing possible. 

They went into camp early, leaving a couple of 
hours of daylight in order to complete some system of 
defence. An old campaigner like the major was full 
of devices, and before they got through with him, the 
allies would feel as though they had been handling 
a red hot iron. 

The cheery sound of the axe was heard as muscles 
of steel swung the glittering blades. Trees crashed 
down, logs were rolled into posittion, and like magic 
almost a palisade sprang into existence, partially 
covered. Green worked like a man who never knew 
the meaning of fatigue. 

Again a brush heap was arranged which could be 
fired when it became necessary to disclose the pres- 
ence of the foe. 

(841) 
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Green had other plans, which he proceeded to put 
into execution after supper had been eaten. A series 
of signals were arranged with Hugh, to whom he 
handed over the temporary command of the camp. 
Then, accompanied by three of the men, the major 
crawled away into the darkness of the forest. 

Those within the palisade kept close watch, although 
some were allowed to sleep. 

Again hours crept by without an attack, but this 
did not deceive them. They knew the enemy was 
only abiding his time, and that some mischief must 
be brewing. 

Hugh could not sleep. 

He felt haggard and worn, but the danger was too 
imminent to allow of his resting his head upon the 
groimd. Fortune, life itself hung in the balance. 
So he stood watch, and encouraged his men with 
cheering words. 

A single shot sounded from the depths of the woods* 

Hugh believed this was the signal agreed upon, 
which the major was to give when he found the enemy 
ready to begin the attack. 

Without hesitation, therefore, in order to anticipate 
them, the Bohemian crept out of the stockade through 
a narrow cleft arranged for the purpose, and set fire 
to the brush, after which he ran around to the 
other side, and duplicated the performance there. 

As the flame leaped up, the scene became one of 
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wonderful power— that rude stockade standing in the 
little glade^ with the surrounding forest, black and 
forbidding, each tree trunk, for aught they knew, 
concealing a deadly foe. 

Realising that their presence was known, the revo- 
lutionists, who liad gathered at the call of their 
old leader, General Marco Bozarris, ready for any 
act of vandalism to which he might aspire, no longer 
kept in check the impatient desire for glory which 
urged them on. 

They opened a fire upon the stockade. 

Hugh was astonished at the volleys that lit up the 
woods in several quarters— there must be scores pitted 
against them, double the nimiber of the preceding 
night— Bozarris had evidently received reinforce- 
ments from some source, for the wily revolutionist 
was engaged in games to which this treasure-hunt 
was but a feeder— games that contemplated the over- 
throw of the present governmeut,and which, if success- 
ful, would place him in the presidential chair as Dic- 
tator. 

The stockade, having been raised in a great hurry, 
was far from being bullet proof, a fact that promised 
to work against our friends, for, as the storm of lead 
rattled against the logs, many missiles glanced from 
the rounded posts and sought an entrance. 

Hugh cried out to his men to lie low and reserve 
their fire— not to shoot unless sure of their man* 
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He, himself, had been slightly wounded^ but this was 
a mei*e bagatelle in such a time of excitement— many 
soldiers in battle have gone for hours seriously hurt, 
and been unaware of the fact until some comrades 
pointed it out— others, of a different calibre, hare 
come near dying from imaginary injuries. It all de- 
pends upon the man. 

The revolutionists, who had not participated in 
the previous night's hot engagement, were eager to 
close in. It was not often they had an opportunity 
to crush a small force like this, and their fighting 
blood was up. 

Hugh rea ised that the crisis was coming. 

The enemy was preparing for a savage rush, a fu- 
rious assault. It was no longer a mere defence of the 
treasure, but a desperate struggle for life, since 
these revolutionists, having already lost heavily at 
their hands, would show no mercy. 

He was right in his belief— while the fires still 
blazed on two sides of the stockade, there came loud 
shouts from several quarters, such shouts as have 
spurred Spanish speaking people to daring deeds in 
many parts of the world, sometimes, it must be con- 
fessed, to cowardly ones also. 

Then was heard a rushing soimd as of many feet— it 
grew louder, nearer, resembling the whirr of the 
wind that precedes the tropical storm. 

Figures appeared m view^ here, tberei ff7wj^ 
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where, around the circle of woods— figures that waved 
guns and machetes above their heads wildly— figures 
that shouted with the zeal of untamed savages, as 
they continued to advance upon the stockade, spring- 
ing to the right, and again to the left, with the hope 
of rendering useless the fusilade which they knew 
would greet their appearance. 

And the guns did open and rattle merrily. 

These modem repeating arms are splendid things 
in an engagement of this sort— if their execution is no 
better than the old time, single shot rifles, they at 
least give one considerable confidence. 

Although here and there a man dropped, it was im- 
possible to tell what execution was being done, since 
these same sly fellows may have gone down simply 
because the bullets were buzzing like mad hornets 
around their ears, and they considered it safer to 
finish the advance on hands and knees. 

Hugh deliberately aimed and fired several times, 
and believed it was not in vain. He kept his teeth 
tightly clenched, and managed to maintain his cool- 
ness, though the situation speedily assumed a grave 
aspect indeed. 

The assailants in several places had managed to 
pass the burning brush piles, and were just on the 
other side of the stockade. 

They made no attempt to extinguish the fire, since 
w a band to hand encounter the blase would be of 
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assistance to them as well as to those who fought be- 
hind the tree trunks. 

Where was the major at this supreme moment- 
how they missed his sturdy arm, and what new cour- 
age would be aroused in their hearts could they but 
hear the cheery bellow of his resonant voice. 

Temporarily the fire had slackened, but Hugh 
well knew this was only significant of more fearful 
things to come—that, when the enemy had gathered 
in force close to the walls so recently erected, a con- 
certed attack would be made upon them, under 
which fhey could not long hold out. 

His one hope was that the veteran had arranged 
his plans so as to fall upon the enemy at this critical 
juncture, and give them a sudden shock from the 
rear. 

There was only time to pass the word around, and 
renew the charges as far as possible in the partly 
exhausted magazines of their guns— even the cholos 
had been armed with some manner of weapons, 
although the experiment was of a doubtful character, 
since they were just as apt to injure friends as foes 
with the keen-edged machetes in their hands. 

Then came the shock of a severe blow that stag- 
gered the whole stockade. 

Hugh knew what it meant. 

The revolutionists had seized upon the trunk of a 
tree and utilised it as a battering ram— other blowi 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



A BAB SmiSTEB. 847 

succeeded in different places, proving that several 
parties were at work— the demolition of the wooden 
barricade would occur in a small fraction of the 
time that had been necessary to construct it, under 
all circumstances it is easier to knock down than to 
build up. 

What then? 

The assailants appeared to be five to one, and they 
were urged on by the vindictive ranch-owner and 
adventurer, Miles Standish, together with the man 
under whose banner they had fought during the last 
revolution that racked poor Peru in its throes, . Gen- 
eral Marco Bozarris. 

Hand to hand, hilt to hilt the fight would go on 
until the defenders of the stockade, overpowered by 
their savage foes, must sink to rise no more. 

Poor Eulalie! Hugh's thought was of her, as he 
realised what a wretched chance there was for a 
single one of them to live through the night— hardly 
a wife before being made widow— it was all a wretched 
piece of business, and yet, when has mortal man 
reckoned the cost when f ortune,like the fata morgana 
of the Sicilian coast, beckons on? 

There was a crash— the barrier was down, and as 
the eager assilants leaped over the debris they were 
met by the defenders with a fire so hot that the lead- 
ers seemed to melt away, and had this been the only 
opening, Hugh and his men could have held it easily. 
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IJnfortimatelj, other gaps appeared in the hur- 
riedly constructed stockade, through which the 
revoluntionists poured with a ferocity that boded 
ill for the defenders. 

No quarter was asked or given-^nen fired into 
each other's faces, and the gleaming machetes were 
soon dulled with the crimson flood. 

Slowly falling back to a comer of the stockade 
that had apparently resisted the onslaught of the 
Spanish- American tigers, Hugh and his devoted band 
prepared to sell their lives dearly, as did those 
heroes of the Alamo in Texas, Bowie, Crockett, and 
their comrades, who piled the Mexicans up waist 
high around them ere succumbing to the inevitable. 

Owing to the nature of their position, only a few of 
the eager enemy could get at them in a bunch, and 
these met such a sturdy resistance that the shrewd 
allies realised other means must be employed, unless 
they desired to waste their whole strength butting 
against the rock. 

While some of the assailants kept up the battle in 
front, others hurled their battering ram against the 
remaining posts of the stockade— Hugh saw them 
totter, and knew the evil moment had come. 

Oh! for Major Green with his strong arm, his 
inspiring presence, his magnetic cheer— surely he 
must have fallen into some trap and already met his 
fate, or ere now he would have made his terrible 
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presence known, rushing upon the gathered revolu- 
tionists in the manner Dumas loves to describe 
when depicting the glorious deeds of his valorous 
heroes, the deathless ''Three Musketeers." 

A crack that struck a note of despair in more than 
one heart, told that the battering ram had again been 
brought into play, and that the remaining corner of 
the stockade upon which the desperate defenders 
relied for support was about to go down before the 
blast. 

Hugh for the first time, felt despair creeping over 
his head. 

It began to look as though nothing could save them 
from the threatening doom. Still he shouted en- 
couragement to his men. They had fought with heroic 
courage, and even now, when such a fearful disaster 
seemed imminent, not one of them gave evidence of 
showing the white feather. 

The first shock was quickly succeeded by a second 
and a third, under which the remaining logs swayed 
violently. 

Then eager hands were fastened upon them, and 
with a crash the stockade came down, leaving the 
little company unprotected on all sides. 

It seemed but the beginning of the end. 

The Bohemian stood ready to do all that lay in the 
power of mortal man, yet his arm was but a single 
one, and the host opposed to him numbered scores. 
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A complete circle was formed around the unfortu- 
nate treasure seekers. 

Hugh had not forgotten many stories related by 
the major concerning desperate engagements that had 
fallen to his lot during his many years of service in 
the British army^ under such heroic leaders as the 
gallant Roberts and Wolseley— when a remnant of the 
thin red line, cut off from their fellows, would form 
into a hollow square, back to back, and resist the 
furious onslaught of the savage foe time and again. 

His faith in the power of that back to back system 
of fighting had become very strong, and upon finding 
that they were to be completely surrounded by the 
enemy, he shaped his little company so as to present 
a front to the foe, no matter which way they came. 

The cholos cowered among the mules, half fright- 
ened to death, and no one paid any attention to them^ 
since such hot work seemed cut out in front. 

By this time the gims had become empty, or al- 
most so, and the battle was carried on by the use of 
machetes. The metallic ring of steel smiting steel 
sounded loud and clear. Never in the history of 
Peru, written in characters of blood, had a more des- 
perate conflict been recorded. 

The enemy attacked with a vindictive ferocity 
that could not be excelled, and every man in the de- 
fensive square was immediately engaged. 

A dozen duels were in progress at once~it was a 
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scene that would stir the most sluggish blood, if 
faithfully depicted in the Kinetescope of that wizard 
Edison. 

Hugh and his handful of men stood firm— their 
faces were set and resolute, as became those who 
hoped for nothing, yet were determined to die fight- 
ing in the last ditch. 

The din of conflict rose louder than before— it was 
as though fivescore men shouted, each endeavouring 
to drown the noise made by the balance; and if a 
racket could give assistance towards winning a bat- 
tle, surely the allies had it in their hands to carry 
the game handsomely. 

Hugh had by this time quite forgotten the major, 
which was not to be wondered at with so many things 
engaging his attention. 

Strange to say, while battling in this savage whirl 
for his life he had time to reproach himself for not 
having brought along a few little handgrenades, that 
in an engagement like the present could be utilised 
to create both havoc and consternation among the 
enemy. It is odd what a man may bother his head 
about when face to face with the grim monster. 

For, to judge from appearances, it was a settled 
matter that the superior number of the allies must 
carry all before them, and that by the time another 
five minutes had winged its flight into eternity, not 
one of the devoted little band would be left to 
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answer the exultant shouts of the victorious reTO- 
lutionists. 

Appearance^ howeYer, are often deceitful. 

They were so on this occasion. 

The furious rush of the assailants had bsoken the 
hollow square— it was man against man, and a whirl- 
ing mass of struggling humanity filled the little fire 
lighted glade strewed with the wreck of the de- 
molished stockade. 

Hugh found himself opposed to a tall man, in whom 
he recognized the Yankee ranchman, Miles Standish. 

A burning desire filled the heart of the Bohemian 
to at least down this arch plotter before yielding 
to the inevitable. 

Hugh was not an expert swordsman, but his foe 
could not boast of any especial accomplishments in 
that line himself. They went at it hammer-and- 
tongs— the sparks flew whenever the machetes clashed 
together. Hugh was bleeding from several wounds, 
but . he dashed the mingled blood and perspiration 
from his eyes and fought on. Standish had fallen on 
one knee, but continued the battle with the dogged 
determination of his race, until with a lucky stroke 
Hugh ended the fight. 

He was faint and almost blinded— the roar of battle 
had increased; but what could it mean— had fresh 
forces of their assailants arrived— why, those who 
had been engaged with them turned and fled with 
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shouts of terror— men issued from the woods in little 
squads, men who fired after the fleeing revolution- 
ists—surely no one but the major could give that 
hearty English cheer. Hugh tried to answer it — he 
discovered the redoubtable Green running towards 
him — was his mind wandering, or did he really see 
two female figures chasing after him? The poor 
fellow staggered forward, called out the one word 
"victory,** and then swooned in his wife's arms. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

WELL WON. 

Yes, it was indeed Eulalie, and her companion 
was no other than the Spanish dancer, Carmen. 

When Hugh recovered his senses he fonnd his 
head in Eulalie' s lap, her gentle hand upon his 
forehead. His wounds, none of them serious, had 
been cared for, and all signs of the fierce engage- 
ment washed from his face. 

Hugh was amazed— he thought he dreamed, but 
the presence of Major Green set him right. And 
as he looked around and saw the government forces 
from Lima making themselves comfortable, having 
removed the dead, and disposed of the wounded 
revolutionists in a summary manner much in vogue 
through Spanish- American countries, he listened to 
Eulalie' s storv. 

It was brief and to the point. 

Carmen figured in it, and Hugh had cause to 
rejoice in the fact that Major Green had taken the 
husband of the dancer of the bolero into his service 
— hardly had the expedition been gone twenty-four 
hours when Carmen learned through some channel 
of the tremendous force the allies were able to 

(854) 
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bring against it in the shape of the fugitive insur- 
gents hiding in the depths of the Cordillera, and 
whom General Marco Bozarris meant to call to his 
standard. 

Carmen was greatly alarmed, and her fears were 
soon communicated to Eulalie. 

They at once went to see the authorities, and laid 
the facts before them, though, of course, no men- 
tion was made of the treasure. 

The president was chagrined to know that his 
hated and feared rival had actually passed through 
the capital, and was about to inaugurate another 
of the periodical rebellions which were costing 
Peru so heavily in money and men. 

He was, therefore, in a state of mind to readily 
accede to the request of the devoted wives of those 
who were placed in peril. 

It required some little time to fit out a proper 
expedition — things always move slowly whenever 
they depend ui)on Spanish blood; and it was neces- 
sary that the strictest secrecy should be maintained, 
for this Bozarris was a bold fighter, and if put on 
his guard might ambush the party, as he had done 
on more than one previous occasion. 

At length they started, carried by special train, 
and Eulalie and Carmen accompanied them as a 
mark of favour on account of having communicated 
the startling news to the president. 

The ladies were well cared for, since no one can 
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outdo Spanish officers in conrtesy when they feel 
inclined that way. 

At the end of the railway^ the march was taken 
np, mules being brought into service. It was easy 
to follow the geologist expedition, since no pains 
had been taken to hide the trail or their various 
camps. 

At length they discovered where the band of revo- 
lutionists had struck in. Then the devoted women 
feared lest they might arrive too late. The column 
moved as rapidly as prudence dictated, but it was 
absolutely necessary they should feel their way, as 
an ambuscade in this wild, rocky region might anni- 
hilate them — and the name of General Bozarris was 
greatly feared. 

They had gone into camp on this night conscious 
of the fact that the enemy could not be far away. 
Extraordinary precautions had been taken to guard 
against a betrayal of their presence, not a single 
fire being lighted, and a double force of sentries 
posted. 

When the attack came on the stockade, the truth 
was speedily understood in the government camp, 
and a hasty consultation followed. Some were for 
waiting until morning, when they could see to fall 
upon the exhausted foe; but others sided with the 
two anxious wives, who declared that long ere that 
time the little expedition would have been annihi- 
lated, and the victorious Bozarris far away in the 
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defiles of the mountains, where pursuit would be 
useless. 

This last consideration doubtless served to arouse 
the government forces. 

An advance was ordered, and the roar of battle 
ahead served to guide them to the scene where the 
gallant defenders of the stockade were holding out 
against such overwhelming numbers. 

The intense anxiety of Hugh Allan's young wife 
can be better imagined than described. It was by a 
piece of remarkable good-luck that Major Green dis- 
covered the advancing column. He urged them to 
throw all discretion to the winds, and join him in 
a furious assault which would give them the victory. 

So for the first time in his life this veteran rushed 
into battle leading others than British soldiers — he 
felt very queer about it, but the Peruvian troops 
behaved splendidly, and demolished the terrorised 
revolutionists in a way that gave promise of new life 
for the country. 

It was Major Leonidas Green who sheathed his 
sword, borrowed for the occasion from a dead officer, 
in the body of General Bozarris, and that hete Tioir 
of the president would trouble him no more. 

When morning came order was restored out of 
chaos. 

A new danger beset our friends, and they were 
compelled to keep constantly on guard, in order 
that the soldiers might not discover the real nature 
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of the packs borne by the mules, and which were 
believed to be geological specimens intended for 
famous institutes. 

Fortune favoured the bold. 

Miles Standish and General Bozarris were in a 
position to keep the secret, since both had given up 
the ghost during that night attack. 

Only one other knew the full facts, the French 
colonel, and they never saw him more. Perhaps he 
perished from his wounds, or may have been dealt 
with summarily by the remnant of the revolution 
party, who could lay their signal defeat upon the 
shoulders of such a scape-goat, now their leader and 
his friend was gone. 

It was really a huge joke to see these Peruvian 
soldiers guarding the mules, heavily laden with 
^'specimens" done up in sacks, in reality being 
some tons of gold that could never have been 
taken from the country openly, on account of 
the feeling of the common people, who through 
tradition knew of the Incas and even revered their 
memory. 

Thanks to the watchfulness of tlie four comrades, 
and the exceeding good humor of the soldiers, who 
knew they were in for rewards on account of the 
successful issue of the campaign, the great secret 
remained undisclosed — Lima was reached and 
finally Callao, where they had the extreme sat- 
isfaction of boxing their rare ''geological speci- 
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mens" and sMpping them on a steamer bound for 
San Francisco. 

It was with the most intense relief that our little 
party left the Peruvian coast bound north. 

Hugh could hardly breath easy, until the steamer 
bearing their precious cargo and themselves 
weighed anchor, and they passed beyond the power 
of the Peruvian authorities. 

Then he realised that the legacy that came to 
them in that grim old cemetery of Naples, Campo 
Santo Vecchio, could no longer be looked upon as 
a dream, but was a blessed reality. 

In the secrecy of their stateroom, Hugh showed 
the bag of precious stones to the startled Eulalie 
for the first time, and both he and the delighted 
major listened to her exclamations of pleasure, for 
she was a woman, with all the natural love her sex 
shows for diamonds and rubies. 

It was decided to have an expert divide the 
treasure when they reached San Francisco. The 
gold could be melted, and soon transformed into 
a sturdy bank account. 

There is no means of knowing what was realised 
from the Golden Fleece, that was kept a tight 
secret. 

Major Green saw that both Juan and Antonio 
were liberally paid for their share in the expedition. 
Carmen would dance the bolero no more, since 
she and her Juan meant to purchase a house in 
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Seville, where, in the midst of orange trees and 
flowers, and plashing fountains, they could retire 
from the public gaze. 

As for Antonio, he hied him away to Naples, 
where he could live the rest of his existence as a 
lord upon the snug sum that had been placed to his 
credit. Perhaps a pair of dark eyes lured him over 
the water— it is the common fate of man, for who 
dares plan a long and happy future without the 
presence of love at the feast % 

Major Leonidas Green kept his word, bought the 
ancestral estate, spent one year there and enter- 
tained Hugh and his wife ; but the old, restless feel- 
ing became too strong, just as his comrade predicted, 
and hunting up a deserving young nephew he in- 
stalled him in the castle as his heir, and with a 
sigh of actual relief began to roam again. 

He seemed to be destined to turn up in that part 
of the world where Englishmen had trouble on their 
hands, since he was a member of Dr. Jim's famous 
band of invaders of the Transvaal, though escaping 
capture with a few others by the boldest kind of a 
dash. 

The veteran bids fair to be an active participant 
in any war England may have on her hands during 
the next decade. 

Occasionally in his wanderings he turns up at the 
lovely home of Hugh Allan in Montreal, and always 
finds a royal welcome^ 
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Enlalie has no longer cause for a single regret as 
to her choice between Hugh and the cloister. If oc- 
casionally memory awakens tears for the dear mother 
sent to an early grave through the harsh law of 
New York State, this feeling of keen regret is soon 
swallowed up in the great love she bears her hus- 
band, and the maternal cares to which she devotes 
herself. The bar sinister has ceased to haunt her. 
Hugh believes he has a wife in ten thousand ; and 
under his roof dwells that peace which comes as a 
benison after the heat and turmoil of battle. 



THB XNB* 
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